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Id rontlt I naw, the ragged road 
My feet were doomed to tivad, 

And raoe, I look mvoortwie's foad» 
And bared to beaten my bead. 
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Southern District of New- York, ss. 
Be it remembered, that on the 15th itav of June, A. 
t D. 1825. io the 49th year of the Independence of the 
» Umted States oi America, Stephen Marshal of the 
? said District, bath deposited in this office the title of a 
book, the right whereof be claims as Proprietoc^juJtei 
words following, to wit : — 
41 The Life of the •• Boston Baud," wiitten by himself.' 
Id youth, I sa* the rugged road 
My feet were doomed to tread ; 
And sane, Mook misfortune's load. 
And bared to Heaveomy head." 
In conformity to the Act ol Congress of the United State, 
intith d *• An Act lor the encouragement of Learning, by so 
Curing the copies of Maps, Charts, and Books, to the authors aud 
proprietors of such copies, during the time therein mentioned." 
And also to an Act, entitled " An Act, supplementary to an Act, 
entitled an Act forthe encouragement of Learning, by securing 
the copies of Maps. Charts, and Books, to the authors and pro* 
prietors ol such copies, during 'tire times therein mentioned, and 
extending the benefits thereof to «oe arts of designing, engraving, 
tUd etching historical and other prints." 

JAMES DILL, 
Clerk of the Southern District of NewYorfc 



Digitized by VjOOQLC 



Sv 



I 



^ 



TO 



DANIEL BRYAN, ESQ, 

ALEXANDRIA, 

PISTBiqT OP COLUMBIA, 



I 2T%w 6rt*f S&e/cA of the Life of his Frien&> 

\ 

'■ i . At most gratefully 



' I 









Dedicated. 

ROBERT S. COFFIN. 



Digitized by VjOOQLC 



A 






Digitized by VjOOQ LC 



J 



TBft 



LIFE 

OF THE 

BOSTON BARB. 



In Brunswick, a pleasant little town on the 
river Androscoggin, distant about twenty- five 
miles from Portland, the capital of the new 
state of Maine, in a neat log edifice, was born 
Robert Stevenson Coffin,* now better known 
by the appellation of the " Boston Bard." 

How it came to -pass that he was ushered 
into this "breathing world," under the roof of 
so humble a dwelling, will be the first important 
query with the reader ; thus be it answered z 
My father, whose name was Ebenezer Coffin, 
was born in Newburyport, Massachusetts, and' 
educated at Cambridge College, in the same 
state; soon after the termination of his studies 
at the university, he prepared himself for the 
ministry, and receiving an invitation from the 
good people of Bnunswick, he accepted it, and 
finally settled among them. Brunswick, at this 
period, wore a very forbidding appearance; 

* I tras named after Captain Romt rt Stevensow , late of Neff» 
bar/port, deceased,— His widow, 1 believe, is still living. ♦ - 
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the town was, but thinly settled ; the land san- 
dy, and needing greatly the aid of art to ren- 
der it even tolerably profitable ; many of the 
tenements were constructed chiefly of logs — 
and the more splendid dwellings, (1 allude to 
thbse formed of boards, shingles and squared 
timber) were occupied by the families of those 
who might then, with some propriety, be term- 
ed the lords of the soil ; A it required several 
months to rear and ornament a suitable man-? 
sion for the residence of their appointed pas- 
tor; before this very desirable object could 
be accomplished; it became absolutely neces- 
sary, by the u Mede and Persian" laws of na- 
ture, that I should be introduced into the soci- 
ety of the bearded bipeds of creation ! — in this 
dilemma, human pride bowed to the suprema- 
cy of necessity ; the pastor opened the portal 
of a cabin, and introduced to a numerous fam- 
ily of spiders and death-watches* himself and 
bis youthful bride. 

Whether my father or my mother felt most 

. chagrin on this occasion, I am unable to deter- 
mine ; they were both very young; my mother 
£ad been nurtured in the lap of luxury, and no 
expense bad been spared on her education ; 
she had bidden adieu to the friends and com- 
panions of her maiden years, to follow the for- 
tunes of him she had freely chosen as her part- 
ner and protectee through life ; but she had 
never read, or otherwise understood, that For- 
tune could*, in any wise, be induced to soil her 

. Velvet slippers, by treading on the threshold 

* ^ well known insect, inhabiting decayed timber. 
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THE BOSTON BARD. «* 

of so humbly constructed a dwelling as the one 
she how inhabited ; much less that the fair 
goddess should take up her abode within, and 
gladden those walls with her presence. On 
thq contrary, Thy father's fortune, although less 
ample than that of my mother, was, with the 
amount of his salary,and an adherence to strict 
economy, sufficient to gild the pill of life, and 
remove, in a great degree, the nausea of ex- 
istence ; and, moreover, he was of a merry 
disposition— of liberal principles— of good nat-. 
Ural abilities, and possessed great generosity 
ofspirit; he respected the world, for the Grand 
Architect' of Heaven had formed it, and pro- 
nounced it good ; he could not doubt" the wis- 
dom and mercy of Omnipotence, and Omnipo- 
tence had placed him upon the bosom of earth, 
there tp remain, until the frail tenement of the 
soul should fall, and amalgamate with kindred 
dust ; if was of no consequence where or when 
it fell ; nevertheless, there were duties to per- 
form, and he could not be held guiltless, who, 
knowing their importance, should wilfully ne- 
glect 'the performance of them, or to improve 
the talent he might possess, by burying it be* 
neath an unseemly and destructive" weight of 
idleness ;— hente, it fairly may be supposed, 
that his scruples to enter the simple and rude 
structure,and, for a season to inhabit the same, 
were much sooner overcome than those of my 
mother. Be that as it m&y, under, that roof 
was I born, and through the apertures of those 
logs did the glorious Sun emit the first rays 
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4 THE LIFE OF 

of celestial light* that ever broke upon mj 
being. 

How much joy was manifested in the neigh- 
borhood, and in how many different ways, at 
the news of a * 4 man-child" being born ; or 
what interest was felt as respected his future 
welfare, i have no kind of recoHrction what- 
ever ; nor has it ever entered my head to 
make any inquiries since of my mother ; — for 
this neglect I certainly dwe an apology to the 
reader, which is here tendered, and which, it 
is hoped, wifl be promptly accepted, uh hough 
the heinousness of the fault may scarcely ad- 
mit of pardon ! There is also another very 
important point which I have never been able 
to determine, viz. : whether the Muses did or 
did not attend on this occasion, and with their 
invisible harps announce me an adopted child 
of their goddess hips ; this is a matter which 
Ims caused in my own mind infinite perplexity, 
as it will, most undoubtedly, in tho mind* *f 
many others ; but I cannot remember even in 
what metre, measure or style were given my 
first cries to the nurse— whether in doggerel 
rhyme or in heroic blank verse ; whether my 
eyes were in a ** fine phrenzy rolling." or not 
rolling at all ; whether the Genius of Poesy 
sprinkled me with the waters of Gastalia, or 
whether! was immersed in the limpid element 

* I «t? eel«tuil, beesniw* a candle or a lamp might. powJMjr, 
fia*e iradiated my rocnn at the time— a fire hems; uimeee«sar)\ as 
my birth happened on ttie 14th of July, ten dav« after what is 
called " Independent day *'" »»d Ire fret tetrtmtly that it should 
tho* have fallen out ; however. I have always etif lea toured, and 
stall still continue to make the best of it : it is worse thai* idle to 
fcfild «tt argument vritfa/o/t t 
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df the Aodroscoggin : alas ! how deeply to be 
regretted is .the treacherous memory of in fan- 
cy 1 How much of the story of our lives musfc 
forever remain a mystery, . from the inability 
toiecollect the incidents of this interesting 
period of existence ! What would I not give 
to be assured of my being " born a poet*'; to 
feel Satisfied that my tongue lisped uniLtelli- 
gible " immortal verse," ere its cord was sev- 
ered by the lancet of the physician \ How de- 
lightful to recall to mind. the anathematizing 
stanzas against the hand that negligently had 
left a pin in my night-clothes, piercing with its 
sharp point my tender body, even until the 
welcome return of morning ! O. exquisite \ 
exquisite ! — Memory, thou art not always the 
foe of human happiness, the assertion of the 
inspired Goldsmith to the contrary notwith- 
standing ; thy pictures are not always dark 
and cheerless ; the tints are often bright, aA 
fording mauy pleasurable emotions to the soul* 
even in manhood's month oi storms : 

To him who sluiHdereth to see 

Past years iti folly spent, , 
To him, indeed, O Memory, 

Thou art a demon sent. 

But he who feareth not to pass 

His own heart's strict revirw. 
While runs the sands of life's brief glass, 

Shall find a friend in you. 

It may not be amiss to infprm the reader* 
that the foregoing stanzas are my own com* 
position, although first published some year* 
ago, in the city of Philadelphia, that great marl 
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ef " brotherly affection," and Pittsburg Whis- 
key. But to return from my digression : 

In process of time the long wished- for man- 
sion was completed ; the rooms supplied with 
elegant and substantial furniture; the land 
divided and fenced round; a stable erected, 
and a cow, horse and chair, together with an 
ample supply of fuel, placed therein ; and no- 
thing now remained but to take possession of 
the premises, which as may readily be sup- 
posed, was immediately done; but of the pre- 
cise time, or of the manner in winch these ope- 
rations took place, lamas ignorant as I am of 

J G ' a* system of teaching grammar, 

or of my being an adept in the art of pacing a 
three-legged hor»e — having no knowledge 
whatever of either of these sciences ! The 
world is an inquisitive one, and its curiosity, aft 
it respects any of my concern*, shall be grati* 
fied;. therefore be it known, by the solemn 
asseverations of my nuc&e, that I never uttered 
an intelligible word tfntil I had teeth; that' I 
Crept before I was able to stand, and learnt to 
stand before I could walk ; that the first jacket 
and trowsers that ever graced my body were 
made of nankeen, and of precisely the same 
colour as the pantaloons worn by General La 
Fayette on his introduction into the city of 
New- York, in the year 1824 — a singular coin- 
cidence, but "let that pass ;" moreover, that I 
Was often chastised ior no r other reason than 
f>ecause I deserved it; this was really too bad, 
and I should hardly have forgiven the inflicton 

• Of PiiiladelphfcL 
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to (his day. had I not generally received some 
sweet infills afterward* to prevent my crying* 
thus* iIk* skillful physician after sea rityiiig the 
sensible fl^vsh. will lay on an emollient plaster 
to make all well again. I shall now throw a 
forward somerset over several years of my 
earthly pilgrimage, which will bring me to the 
age of twelve years, or thereabouts, when a 
demon, under the specious guise of pleasure, 
entered our.home, and peace took its depar- 
ture, to return no more forever! — yet this fiend 
although powerful and of great malignity, could 
hot have accomplished the utter destruction of 
domestic happiness without the aid of human 
art, and deeper than hell^born hypocrisy !— • 
But the grave has closed over the fraifiy of the 
injured, and the deep guilt of the destroyer- 
Shall [ speak, and command the tomb to dis- 
close its dark secrets to the world ? The white 
robed seraph answers, No ! The tears of ihe 
living answer, No ! — Charity, I obey thy man- 
date ; the seal of death shall not be broken. 



And now commenced the first of my misfor- 
tunes and my miseries. A separation of mj 
parents took place, by mutual consent, as the 
world is pleased to pronounce it, but as I 
choose to define it, by the officious interference 
of several lurking adversaries, who washed to 
purchase at a bargain that property on which 
their envious vision had so long dwelt with 
hungry impatience. Fate placed it in the 
bands of an uncle, and, ^las! my sister Eloisa 
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and myself with it ! — My father departed iron! 
' .'New bury port, with my .brothers, Cazeneau and 
JVewhall, but my mother, with Horace* then an 
infant, remairted in Brunswick. — Here, in ser- 
vile drudgery, passed a period of about two 
years; I was seldom permitted to see my mo- 
ther, although not half a mile distant; yet 4 
often secretly, as I thought at the tim£, visited 
her, and just as often returned to. receive a 
severe A igellation for the affection thus shown 
to her who gave me being! This act of bru- 
tality, although but one among an infinitude, I 

. can never forget— no, not at the bar of Heaven; 
resentment against the 'authors even at .this 
day, will (lush my cheek sit recollection of the 
deed, and the ejaculation in our prayer, that 
Heaven *rir»y forgive us t our trespasses as we 
forgive those who trespass against us, often 
dies half uttered on my lips!— It is wrong— I 
feeUt to be wrong; and may the all-merciful 
Ruler of the Universe soften this obdurate 
heart, and impart to me a spirit of forgiveness. 

'While I remained in Brunswick, my daily oc- 
. cupations, or rather tasks, were to cut fuel for 
two or three fires— to attend the various callsof 
boarders, strangers, and domestic—perform 
the duties of hostler, and, during the mild 
seasons, pursue through bog and tangled wood 
the devious pathways of the cow: 

*' Delightful task!" to track Hie lowing kine, 
'V • And tit the fail liltis quagmire plunge, ueck»deep ! 

Ah, would the muses but have visited me then ! - 
la what glowing and unfading colours would I 
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have depictured the scenes passing around 
me; a laughing Professor* of Bowdoin College 
should be found at one hour impressing upon 
my rautd a fear of u ghosts and gablina dire,'* 
and at the next, provided it but thundered \n the 
Heavens, should be found safety promenading 
in the darkness of his cellar, through whose 
compact walls the electric flvid might in vain 
seek an aperture to enter ! How rapturously 
also should my muse- have described the beau- 
ties ef a landscape, in which pfne lrces f 
pigeons, and whortle- berries, were the most 
prominent features— excepting always the 
President's bouse. Chapel, and College, as al*o 
the turbulent (alb of the Androscoggin I— 

•• PIwvImh. what a name., 
TflTfill the «tarlUu£. braieii trump of tame V 9 

The following stanzas were composed on 
learning the destruction, by fire, of the largest 
and most beautiful building belonging to the 
Collegiate Institution : 

Fre elns*i<* BowDOfff reared it« toad, 
\ Aiwl £r;t<*efi Up vi'lagc |>*ittti; 

F.re I'm tty hd<l tn*i mrintlr* "piead, 

O knew H* I' .ip a strain,— * 
, Wlr'e ^Liidrntenjrgii *s u»Uh tl* w. 

Fair Brmewirfc'* <dijnws along ; 
When the till piiM* nwj'stie siow. 
Fit's lisped the ehtld a snug* 

Yon si-at o\ lore, that prostrate lies, 

Bv F ■ if 9 * rehut'e^biiiHt. 
In ch'hmoi'HlN morn he saw arise,. 

Majtslieall) grand : 

* The hest ChemM and Mineralogist in the United States, aa4 
>* man possessing iwawy aiDubte qualities. 
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He %»r M'K *v * Mie christian sir?, / 

* <">!" lio»* Di>lS*A yniitti |Im» 

Thru rlioTi , then glary' i rhle, de^re, 
. To the dark imrib «te*eeut|. 

Wit'« look l»eitijn. once ^eienc^ v tood f 

An.T welcomed to hf r l'»r« » 
B u F«> r m : ie c 1 1 net I i . i a titer y mood, 

O i P.>evy*s chil : the d.»or : 
A Witou«»ref *mce anr Nr the slmm , , 4- 

Tiiiit <tirmiiH ^riin P iim«>** IVtnii; 
Few are the (lo'Vcis l.-r him thai bloom-— 

The inii.sti<4 of I lie >torm. 

Si ill nre tlro^e «r.ei>es to memory dear % '„ 

He knew 11 <»ih< r day*: 

• Ki<* vt ho proved nt<n insincere, / » 

O.- hie ,» thorn v iti^z • ; 
Slit! m In IiU hent at hum 111 wo, 

WlnwVr N* trace h«« vims. 
And eivi*— / lis all In* cm lnsfow— 

The off" i *:£ of his muse. 

To see hie cotiiiti y proudly *oif 

/Mime the middle heiiJit, 
Pre-em-n nl in wealth a>r<t power, 

To iTiHti npp r»is'tin\K might ; 
To m.ifk. iioi'ippM her Eaz'v soar* 

he ••in »l«'in d'the tree.— - 
Thy ft .*rri. Colimtiii.t a>k* fto more. 

Not e'en hi* vanity. 

Bowdoiv agam her bead shall rear 

At C iarii v'*c>m naitd ; 
Her ni;ued bull to Srh«ee oVar*, 

lie hnilt by Ftienddiip's hand, 
Af-nti s : 1 ; t : I bid l he Student hall. 

Ami j> I hI the Stranger's eyes. 
While jr|,ii. iiti anthem* swell die gale, 

To th ^e. tfiin bade it rise. 

Before quitting my uncle, or rather my 
Egyptian task muster, I Had progressed »o far 
in knowledge as to be able to write my name, 
and to do any small sum in addition or inulti- 

* The first President ol' Bowdoitt College. 
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plication]— respecting figure*, however, * I 
must in justice confess my then, and at ill exis- 
ting antipathy to form a;jy acquaintunee'w'ith 
therh : their very shapes are ublmfrciit to my 
6ight, and did I wish' to commit suicide, it could 
not be done more effectually than by obliging 
myself to keep a wholesale merchant V waste- 
book ; therefore for my ignorance *'ii thi> most 
essential branch of education, no person can 
justly be blamed but myself. An excellent 
arithmetician himself, even my father often 
declared me. a difnce,.when vainly endeavour- 
ing to make me sensible of the importance and 
pleasure afforded by a thorough knowledge, of 
arithmetic ; — but the tide set another way, and 
he could not change its course ; it \wns wisdom 
to stop-~and he ceased from the hopeless en- 
deavour. The study of grammar w;*s also my 
aversion; and, up. to this hour of ti: v life, I 
never have* nor am I able to parse n sentence; 
--if a blush reddens. my cheek at the acknow- 
ledgement, it need not trouble the reader; 
whatsoever part of the punishment I deserve, 
that part I am able and willing to bear; — "let 
every tub," &c. &c/* This, however, is true ; 
I have been most ungenerously censured for 
errors in my poetic compositions. • which have 
arisen from the dire, necessity of writing, at a 
moment's notice, articles to be printed the next 
hour! On this subject probably I shall .en- 
large hereafter. 

Bidding an eternal adieu to the birth place 
of my miseries, with huge drops of in; feigned 
rapture, sparkling like the purest gems, in the 
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eorner of cither eye, I entered the vehicle 
provided to convey me to Newburyport, Mas- 
sachusetts, the residence of my father ! Days, 
weeks, months, and 'years, may roll past me, 
fcut the heart felt joy experienced at this mo- 
ment of departure, will never be obliterated 
from my memory; indeed, indeed, it more 
than compensated for all my former sufferings - 
and sorrows. 

On my arrival at Newburyport, I resided a 
short ti;fte with another uncle, whose charac- 
ter in most respects was the reverse of the for- 
mer ; affection for htm strengthened my anti- 
pathy ami hatred for the other / he treated me 
with kindness, and my heart expanded with 
gratitude towards him— it was unexpected, 
and therefore more deeply impressed on my 
hitherto dejected spirit; he has the blessing 
of a brother's oflfepring — may his life be pro- 
tracted, and in death may he be assured of the 
blessed immortality that awaits the righteous. 
I w.as now apprenticed to learn the •• art, trade 
and mystery** of a 'house- joiner; however, 
-my continuance at this occupation was but of 
short duration a the planing of rough boards, 
covered with ice, and the eternal din of the 
saw and hammer, were altogether uncongenial 
with my ideas of harmony and happiness ; if I 
was fond of driving, nails were not what I wish* 
ed to drive — a horse would have suited mo 
much better, for at this time I was a skillful 
equestrian, and to rein the headstrong steed 
had been my delight After abandoning this 
business, for a few-months 1 attended the town 
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school ; during which time I learnt the art of 
breaking my head by means of skates t and of 
employing a scholar, or blockhead, no matter ' 
which, to do my sums in arithmetic ; whether 
I made any progress in stenography, is doubt- 
ful; as to the other branches of education, (if 
there were any") they were altogether neglect- 
ed. The time nad now arrived when, to learn 
some " trade, art, or mystery," whereby to 
support myself hereafter, was absolutely ne- 
cessary ; I had visited a Printing establish* 
merit, wad pleased with the art, and in due 
time gave my consent to be<an indented ap- 
prentice to Ephraim W. Allen, Esq. editor 
and proprietor of the Newburyport Herald. 
Mr. Allen was by no means a hard master ; 
but, owing to circumstances which he could 
not easily avoid, several apprentices had left 
him before their just term of service had ex- 
pired : his anger could quickly be excited* 
aod as speedily pacified : on the whole, he 
was a generous and well-disposed man ; but 
he had two or three perfect imps of mischief 
to deal with, among whom, I am sorry to say* 
I was chief— the very Rob Roy of the clan ; 
every inhabitant of t the town, of high or low 
standing in society, toward whom we had im- 
bibed any antipathy, received from us a ludi- 
crous mck*name ; — like our great progenitor 
1 stood up and gave appellations to them all ; 
and we frequently held a conversation on th© 
merits of the several personages, even while 
frame of those distinguished characters were 
present ,♦ but to all, save a trusty few of our 

* 
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young associates, it was altogether unintelli- 
gible, until by carelessness, the manuscript 
list was dropped in a place where it was soon 
discovered; — the cat let out, the business 
came to. a speedy conclusion, and the objects 
of our mirth and spleen were, in this way, 
troubled no more ; however, every neighbour, 
within gun-shot, continued to watch our u go- 
ngs in and: our comings out" with as much 
care as though we had been the lurking ten- 
ants of the forest, insidiously prowling around 
their dwellings for a safe opportunity to ac- 
complish an evil purpose ; their fears were 
fomewhat groundless ; we should have done 
nothing worse than merely daubing with paste 
the door handle, or carefully removing the 
»tone steps where we supposed them tp be in- 
fringing the proper width of the side walk— in 
this respect performing the duty of street com- 
missioners, although not specially appointed 
to act in that capacity. No one could rival 
vie in forming and preparing traps for such 
domesticated game as cats, dogs, pigeons, and 
the like : it was on a fine summer day, that 
the novel idea entered my brain of inveigling 
hirds into the relentless jaws of a steel rat-trap ) 
the thought was original, and, defying all e- 
vents, the project must be immediately put to 
the test; accordingly, the murderous machine 
was brought in requisition, set with the great* 
#st nicety and discretion, some kernels of com 
gently laid upon and around it, carried to the 
top of the office-building, which was three 
ftories in height, and there left to do what ex? 
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^cation it might. While masticating my din- 
ner, a pigeon alighted on the fall of the trap, 
and its teeth closed instantly on the leg of the 
harmless victim ; in the useless endeavours to 
extricate itself from thisincumbrance, it rolled 
from the roof, trap and all ; when opposite a 
second story window, the unfortunate pigeon 
regained its equilibrium, and came fluttering, 
pouncing, and knocking the steel appendage 
of its leg against the panes of dim glass occu- 
pying the identical frame of that window near 
which my master wag then sitting ! — What his 
first sensations were, I cannot explain, as, very 
luckily for my shoulders, the whole of the-tra- 
gedy was acted in my absence ; however, I 
returned in good time to hear the whole of the 
afterpiece, which rung in my ears for the space 
of an hour or two afterwards, although the ri- 
sible muscles would distend ifcost amply when- 
ever the trap and window would intrude them- 
selves on my sight ! — To suddenly view^ while 
to deep meditation* the indistinct image of an 
animal >body, borne in air by a brace of wings, 
knocking with a huge and unseemly mass of 
iron for admittance at the second story, and 
at noon-day too, for a moment might have a- 
larmed the undaunted spirit of Caesar himself! 
That there are more things in heaven and 
earth than our philosophy hath dreamed &£> 
is, most indisputably, true ; wherefore then, 
should it be deemed altogether improbable, 
that the Muse inhabited the body of the en- 
soared pigeon, and that I caught them twain 
at one and the same moment :? for certain it 



Digitized by VjOOQLC 



18 THE tW£ OF 

is, that directly after this affair, an unconquer- 
able desire to make rhymes took possession 
of my^nind, and I hesitated not to indulge it, 
to the great gratification of my young asso- 
ciate&r and the unknown waste of paper, quills, 
and ink* the property of my master. 

Previous to the destructive conflagration at 
Newburyport, an evident atjtempt had been 
made to fire the printing office of Mr. Aixen ; 
there were three apprentices altogether, 'and 
the afternoon previous, we had all been irri- 
tating a neighbour whose dwelling was situa- 
ted immediately back of the office ; this man 
caught one of the apprentices and lightly chas- 
tised him ; the next morning, after the discov- 
ery of the incendiary attempt to destroy our 
building, this neighbour caused us all three to 
be arrested, and examined before a justice of 
the peace ; it became palpable enough that 
Neither of us had any concern in the diaboli- 
cal act, and we were dismissed ; but I recol- 
lect that my feelings were greatly wounded at 
the suspicion, and I wept bitterly all the re- 
mainder of that day. 

My temerity at this period of life was very 
great; I used frequently to hang by my hbnds 
alone from the very edge of a four story build* 
ing, to the infinite horror of the spectators 
Ibelow ; and I made a practice of getting otrt 
of a third story window, when I wished to 
avoid my work, and safely descending by the 
wooden spout down to the street, taking great 
care always to throw my hat and shoes out 
before making my own descent : the retrospect 
makes me shudder. 
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My first efforts at rhyming were of the Hu- 
dibrastic character, levelled against the ten- 
ants of a house of ill fame j these productions 
were printed and distributed, with much pre- 
caution, during the hours of darkness, and 
when " leaden slumber" had sealed the eyes 
of all, save " chiels on mischief bent f" the 
printing part of the business, however, was 
soon discovered, and an end put to that con- 
cern at ooce ; but I still continued to write, 
and present my doggrel verse to ray juvenile 
companions. My next attempt was pa a much 
larger scale, the theme being the destruction 
«>f Plum Island Fort, s<l" called, situated a few 
miles below JSTewhurgport, and calculated to 
defend the harbour, provided it had not been 
placed quite so near the invading billows of 
the sea, which at last undermining and washing 
away its sandy foundation, it fell, although not 
very terrible was the fall thereof; this poem, 
or " prose run mad" production, consisted of 
about twelve stanzas, only one of which I now 
recollect, and it herewith follows as a fair 
specimen of the whole : 

'Twas oo that night which I've forgot. 

The billows loud did roar. 
When overboard went all the shot, 

To wound the lebsters sore ! 

♦ 

Rude ho\* ever as it was, the "Elegy on Plum 
Island Forf attracted the notice of one of its 
projectors, and if memory does not deceive 
me, a curse was uttered against the author; 
never was a curse more gratefully, nay, raptu- 
rously received ! Oh, it was a glorious soundJ 
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My stanzas were wor/fe cureingl I could brave 
knelt to the kind declaimer, and served as lirs 
bond-man during as long a period, and with as 
ttiuch pleasure too, as gallant Jacob did for his 
beloved Rachel! Ah, how much happiness 
have ye lost, ye bards, whose maiden verses 
were never anathematized by the rich and 
^powerful !•— ye know not the value of a curse; 
ye are totally ignorant of its-intrinsic worth to* 
the unfledged muse of the youthful scribbler; 
it is the most powerful incentive to fame, and 
-even to virtue ; its influence on our indepen- 
dent spirit in the mornof life, is greater than 
the most lively imagination can describe ; had 
amy elegy been pronounced '*not worth a curse" 
most probably I shoidd have abandoned 
*hyme, and my name and mortal tenement 
perished together; -but when tlie anathema 
greeted my ear, my fceart leapt for joy, and 
from that moment I determined jto climb the 
temple of fame, and if possible to hang my su- 
gar-loaf hat upon the spire of its cupola f 
I now amused myself by composing shortpoe- 
tical compliments,&Cvto the young misses of my 
sister's acquaintance ; acrostics, rebusses, and 
the like, were in considerable demand, and 
|>y dint of perseverance and untiring industry 
I was enabled to supply the market; an epi- 
taph, or an elegy on the many traits of sagaci- 
ty and goad qualitiesof a favorite kitten, often 
employed my leisure hours J— .but, alas ! of 
What a restless disposition is a human being; 
Although thus pleasingly a*idtt$^% employed, 
*syr juind was Jar irom knowing contentment^ 
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wnnethrng of jstfll greater magnitude must 1 
undertaken, something that would crea 
some sort of a sensation ainong the multitud 
— what was it? The first of January was " 
'hand; the cnrrifersof the Herald must have i 
address to the patrons of that journal ; wl 
would compose it ? why not do it myself? 
what,sense was I deficient? 1 could not d 
-cern my lack of any thing requisite, and at i 
hazards ^determined to put my skill and fan 
to the test; in due season, therefore, thepoe 
was finished*, much to my own satisfaction ; 
a dir-uised hand it was transcribed, and cc 
veyed to the editor, through the medium 
the Post Office ; it was shown to an emine 
attorney, and by him pronounced to be bett 
than one winch had previously been receive 
from another quarter ; accordingly it was pt 
lished, and on New Yearns day presented 
4he patrons of the Herald. General ] 
Fayette may feel, as undoubtedly he do< 
very ^comfortable," (as old Cosey has it in t 
play) in the assurance of our veneration a 
-gratitude; but, I will venture to affirm, tl 
he never felt so consequential as myself duri 
the whole of the above-mentioned day. 
•waa impossible for me to keep the secret lonj 
than four or five hours — out it popped, anc 
. enjoyed as much happiness as any human 1 
ing can enjoy without becoming delirious 
perused the poem more than forty times befc 
retiring to bed, and my dreams that nig 
were^all of future fame and felicity; and w 
.should it matter from what trivial cireu 
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stances our innocent pleasures may arise? 
They are generally more pure and heart-felt 
than those which cost ua more trouble and 
anxiety to obtain. 

And now it was that I supposed myself ca- 
pable of writing articles worthy »f insertion 
in the columns of a newspaper ; yes, I had the 
presumption to think so— infatuated simple- 
ton, .as I was ! Piece after piece passed froxa 
the Post Office to the editorial desk— were 
read, and then committed to the flames in my 
immediate presence ! To bear these repeated 
insuhs with complacency was a thing entirely 
out of my nature ; my fortitude begaa to flag ; 
and in bitterness of spirit, 1 abandoned the 
hopeless undertaking. 

About this tirafe a quarrel ensued between 
my master and myself, the result of which was, 
that I took leave of him and his service, as he 
had left it at my option to remain or depart; 
but I did not immediately return to my father's 
house, from the fear entertained of punish- 
ment, and compulsion to return to my master ; 
my father was in the country, and my mother 
&new nothing of the incident daring two or 
three days; when, after* mature deliberation, 
I sent her a letter, in which was expressed a 
firm determination never again to serve as an 
apprentice to the man I had just left; the an- 
swer was couched in terms* that induced me 
Ho venture from my hiding place — a cabinet- 
maker's shop— and once more quietly sit my- 
self down by the family fire-side. In a fevf 
dajs, however, Mr. Allen procured for me a 



Digitized by VjOOQ-IC 



TJfE BOSTON BARD. SI 

situation with his brother, William 8. Allen, 
who also was a printer, and then resided in 
Haverhill, Massachusetts ; with this man my 
stay was rather short — about seven months ; 
'during three of which 1 worked night and day, 
without cessation, excepting the few hours 
absolutely required for the renovation of ex- 
hausted nature ; and such was the pressure 
of business, that seldom even Sunday " shone 
a holiday for me;" — and here 1 beg leave, al- 
though perhaps voluntarily guilty myself, to 
enter an unqualified protest against all unne- 
cessary labour on the Sabbath; there is a 
voice in the very silence of nature on that day, 
to which I have listened, and which has con- 
vinced me that it hath been htillowed from the 
finishing of creation, by the fiat of Jehovah 
himself; — if I have been deceived, let me 
never discover the deception. In religion I 
am no bigot* r.re the widow and the fatherless 
perishing on the day of the Lord, for lack of 
fuel? my man-servant and my cattle shall,— 
=aye, on that ofoy,— provide them wood from 
the forest, and they shall not die ! — But my 
poems will sufficiently explain both my moral 
and religious principles in every respect ; and 
to them I rHer the enquiring reader. — There 
nvas no time here to court the Muses — at least, 
not until the welcome return of Spring, when 
gentle love took possession of my soul, and 
laid a strict embargo on common sense ; the 
Muses fell lo work again, like,Green Moun- 
tain turnpikers — they soon formed a direct 
xoad to the very centre of that heart where xny 
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affections were enshrined; the crows were 
now transformed to nightingales — the pine 
trees were loaded with most excellent oranges 
— the winds wafted to me the pferfumes of 
Araby — nature had put on her "best bib and 
tucker, 91 and appeared in more than common 
loveliness ; I had free access to the home of 
my charmer, and time trbd on flowers — 1 beard 
not his footsteps; my duty to my employer 
was neglected — my health impaired^ and I 
again returned to New bury port; for several 
months sickness confined me to my home- 
After a partial recovery from illness, through 
the influence of my former master, I was .em- 
ployed by Messrs. Cushing and A^pleton, of 
Salem, e Htors and proprietors of the Gazette, 
— both in the truest sense of the word, merit- 
ing and receiving the appellation* of gentle- 
men; Mr- Cwshing superintended the printing 
department, and Mr. Apjpleton attended to the 
concerns of the bookstore ; my situation was 
satisfactory, and the genius of poesy was al- 
ways at my elbow ; Twas a friend to De Witt 
Clinton then, and hesitate not to declare my- 
self so still; young as I was, I had learnt this 
homely but wholesome truth, that the ripest 
and richest fruit is that which is most pecked 
at by birds, and marred by insects! I allude 
to the character of the man — politics are an 
utter abomination unto me. 1 composed and 
printed several poetical productions in favour 
of Mr. Clinton's election to the presidency; 
these were distributed late in the evening in 
every part of the town, and the wonder qjps* 
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"and Mill the wonder grew*" from whose brain 
they .emanated, for they had been written, 

I printed and disposed of without the know- 
edge or consent of Mr. Gushing ; — it is a mat- 
ter of some difficulty to place a cat in a bag, 
but it is still more difficult to hold the animal 
fast when it is in : I opened my mouth, &nd, lo ! 
out flew the name of the author, jumping with 
the velocity of lightning from " postjto pillar," 
and, like the rod of Aaron, swallowing up ell 
other s-ubjects of conversation, at least among 
the young political literati of the place. There 
was an imperishable wreath weaving for me in 
the loom of fame, and the Graces stood in rea- 
diness to twine it around my brow as soon as 
it should be completed,when, alas ! I again fell 
sick, and ^as necessitated to depart for New- 
bury port. "' 

The winter passed away in idleness, being 
unable yet to renew my ordinary business ; at 
the opening of spring my health returned, and 
I was employed on half wages by my former 
master, E. W. Allen, Esq. Some months glided 
away in mutual tranquillity and satisfaction, 
when a furious and somewhat bloody battle 
ensued between my employer and myself, in 
which he came off conqueror, though, I believe 
a little damaged in the hull and rigging ; in 
the height of anger he uttered something de- 
rogatory to my family, and which, as a man, 
he could not but acknowledge was wrong. My 
father still remained in the country, and no 
threats or mild advice could induce me to en- 
ter the Printing- Office again ; an insult of this 
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nature was not easily obliterated from my 
memory, for it was ungenerous and altogether 
unjust. The relation of circumstances such 
as the preceding, may appear of trivial mo- 
ment to the reader; but I have undertaken to 
write my life, and it must be written, let who 
will approve or condemn : I am weary of ver- 
bally replying to the queries of strangers, and 
even of my friends; it has Jong been ah mi- 
welcome task, and this Is an apology for pub- 
lishing trifles, which I hope may be accepted. 
Again 1 was unemployed for a length of time, 
that is, I was not attending to any business of 
a lucrative character; the hours were parsed 
in scribbling verses that were generally burnt 
as soon, and sometimes before they were fin- 
ished ; the lack of some useful and constant 
employment gave unlimited control to melan- 
choly reflections on tfce past, and once cheer- 
ing prospects ot life ; the home of childhood 
wag now become the habitation of strangers.; 
the sacred desk, from which the lips ofmy fa- 
ther were wont to declaim, was filled by auo- 
ther; our substance was destroyed ; our pa- 
rents in distress; my heart grew sick, and 
death would have been welcomes — but he came 
not. Even our kindred seemed to have for- 
gotten us in our calamity : 

Yes, it is true ; the world can change, 

Aud kindred kind forget ; 
And borne beeoiue a*d welling strange— 

A board for strangers set. 

Ye»— it is true ; the flowers of hope » 

May perish ia their bloom ; 
And glowing hands the path may flop* 

That ends bnt iq the tomb. 
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.The eldest of my brothers, and having no 
other resource than to be fed by charity, or at 
once to throw myself upon the World and de« 
mand from it a subsistence, it will readily be 
supposed that 1 chose the latter. — The Rev. 
James Mokss, Rector of St. Paul's Church, 
Newburvport, through the influence of bis 
friend, Dr. Eaton, of Boston, obtained for me 
a situation in the Printing Establishment of 
Messrs. Wells and Lilly, of the latter place; 
— and here permit me to express my gratitude 
to a man worthy, as humanity can ever be, of 
the name of Christian on earth, and of the 
everlasting glory and happiness of Heaven ; 
a man whom the lips of the widow and the 
fatherless pronounce blessed ; a man, whose 
humility declares him a "legate of the skies," 
whose breast-plate is righteousness, and whose 
feet are shod with salvation; a Christian, 
clothed in the spotless robe of charity, and 
whose actions speak love and good will to all 
mankind. Think not, reader, that my grati- 
tude enhances his virtues, for 1 lament my ina- 
bility to do justice to his merits ;— his epitaph 
is Written by the finger of inspiration— Blessed 
is the man who hath compassion on the poor and the 
oppressed, and it i£ engraven by gratitude on the 
tablet of the soul. But for him, (so speedy 
did misfortunes accumulate,) my wretched 
mother might have been thrown a burden upon 
that town, to whose prosperity my father had 
so greatly contributed; and she might have 
gazed with humid eyes, from the windows of 
an alms-house, on the walls of that ColIege f 

3 
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for the erection of which her husband had 
drawn up the first subscription paper, and by 
his influence obtained the patronage of the 
wealthiest inhabitants of the place,* — a per* 
son baring been despatched from the " Select 
Men" of Brunswick on the ungracious errand, 
to transport as to Brunswick, there to be sup- 
ported like paupers, at the expense of the 
town ! My soul sickens at the recollection. — 
Where then were our wealthy epnne*ions ? 
Where the sun-flies of prosperity ? Where the 
officious friends of other days f They had all 
"parsed on the other side t" But, thanks be 
to God* the good Samaritan was at hand ; the 
oil and the wine were administered, and the 
broken heart made whole — and may the heart 
that dictated such benevolence never beat 
-With any other sensation than that of the 
pure&t joy. Mdrss, if thou hast enemies, they 
need not my anathemas, for thy foes are the 
enemies of all the virtues that ennoble man, 
and prepare him for the enjoyment of heaven* 
There were other friends at this period, to 
whom i tender my thanks, and particularly to 

Mr, Ej>ward Rand, Junior, Mrs. Tract, 

and the family of Captain William Ferris, for 
their unchanging friendship " through good or 
evil report." 

Arriving in Boston, employment waa imme- 
diately afforded iqe? I received no stated wa- 
ges, bat was paid for what I earned, which did 
**&t amount to much, arising from causes that 

* $ll* tripMA idbscripikm paper it io my po»etiion. 
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carmot be well understood by any, ssrce 
printers — therefore an explanation is deemed 
unnecessary. After the labours of the day 
were past, the muse sometimes condescended 
to visit me ; and on one of these occasions she 
produced the following stanzas, which were 
the first of hers that ever appeared before the 
public through the medium of a newspaper; 
they were published in the Boston Evening 
Gazette, a weekly journal edited by Wiujasi 
Buamcr, Esq.* 

Angelic nymph, my mate awakes 
To sing those heavenly charms of thine ; 
And gladly from her slumber breaks 
To weave for thee a wreath divine. 

Yes— on thyliead a wreath I'll place. 
Of flnw'rets &ir and fragrant wove ; 
Flowem such as angels' temples grace, 
Of odours sweet, and pore as love, 

A blushing rose shall grace the wreath. 

To represent these cheeks of tfetae ; 
The violet too its sweets shall breathe*** 
lake thee in modest lustre shine : 

Then various Sowers may In t er ims, 
Bach smaller aperture to close ; 
And last, the elaspmg evergreen 
Shall gentij twine around Hie rose 2 

To tell thy set— though otevty lade, 
And wither in the silent tomb. 
Yet, though in modest garb array'4, 
Like evergreen shall vtrtue bloom. 

To bare witnessed tfee various manoewnig 
I made before I ventured to Blip my bantling 
into the letter-box, would bare created no 

* After my return from sea, these were aba several othtf, 
pieces of mine published in this journal. 
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email degree of merriment to any person pre- 
viously acquainted with my design? twenty' 
times did 1 advance, and as often did I retreat 
to reconnoitre the out-posts ; every passenger 
was considered as a spy, and I hid myself un- 
til human voices arid footsteps were no longer 
beard ; then, like a lurking incendiary, on tip- 
»toe* 1 sought, for the -last time, the office door 
-—slipped my communication into the box, and 
ran home to my lodgings with all the haste of 
a pursued felon! It was on Sunday evening 
that I performed this daring exploit, and dur- 
ing five days and a half 1 trembled and shook 
like Belshazzsr, lest some one had seen me in 
the very act ! However, on Saturday after- 
noon the piece appeared in the Gazette* and 
to say that I was happy, would be merely a 
common-place remark ; I was two feet taller 
the succeeding week than I have ever been 
since; my bulk, a pretty thing for a poeti — 
increased in greater -proportion than my 
height, and it*is a matter of surprise how I was 
enabled to. crowd up and down the narrow 
side- walks, lanes, and alleys, for which Boston 
has always been famous, without stopping the 
egress or ingress of carls, stage-coaches, wa* 
gons, &c. Had Doctor Samuel L. Mitch ill 
bowed to me at this time, I should have re- 
turned the compliment by a slight inclination 
-of the bead only, as much as to say, ^Goodbye 
sir ; at present I ham no time to waste on such' 
trifling subjects as natural philosophy, chemirtry, 
. and the Kke!" — But to proceed witn my narra- 
tion: four poems now made their appearance 
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in quick succession, in the columns of 11* 
abovementioned Gazette, am} although mere 
laboured, they were inferior to the first, owing 
probably to my orer-anxiety to fender each 
succeeding poem better than its predecessor* 
and there is no good resulting from the vain 
attempt to outrival outselvts ! 

The following is the best of the four potato 
just alluded to : 

WRITTEN ON THE SEA, BY MOONLIGHT* 

What time pale Cynthia's »lr er beams 
Oh ocean's buoyant bosom play, 
Then do I love, in pleasing dreams, , 
To pass the silent hours away 

'Tis theo fond memory brings to vie* 
Fast scenes of pleasure and repose; 
Scenes that nave fled tike morning dei% 
That glittered on mid-summer's rote* 

'Tisihen my wondering so*! adores 
The hand that formed yon vast serene-; 
'Tis then my grateful heart outpours 
, hstfibute to the Great Unssek, 

'Tis then for follies past I weep— 
*Tis then tor time misspent 1 mourn l 
'Tis then that eonscience wakes from steeft 
And tells of years for ever flown* 

'Tis then the sailor's generous heart 
May breathe the sigh to friendship dears 
Aud doomed from her he loved to part. 
Drop on his rugged breast a tear. 

Oh* sacred hour of sweet repose* 
To misery's child, ah ! doubly dear," 
Ob, stay tin heaven has soothed my woe*, 
DisjteU'd my doubfe, aud calm'd my fear* 

At this period I wps drafted for three months 1 
«to»*y at South Boston; to avoid doing thii 
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doty I reported myself to the surgeon, Dr. 
G P > , as labouring under consump- 

tion, and therefore toot fit for a soldier; the 
doctor soon discovered that nothing ailed me, 
but a dislike to the service, yet he seemed to 
commiserate my situation, and gave me a dow- 
erful emetic and cathartic, and then told me 
do go home, take the medicine, and report my- 
self to him on the next morning, which I ac- 
cordingly did ; he inquired how I felt, &c. I 
told him the medicine had made me a great 
deal worse, when he immediately gave me 
the same kind of doses again, and told me, as 
before, to take them, and report myself next 
morning ; by this time I found that the surgeon 
was "yantye too? and that I must try some 
other mefms of extricating myself from being 
a soldier; I had never taken one particle of the 
medicine the doctor had given me, for I wel| 
knew what its effects would be, and 1 was also 
Convinced that he was satisfied that I was any 
thing rather than a sick man* It would have 
been better for me to have remained in the 
frying-pan, than to have jumped into the fire, 
as I afterwards contrived to do, in the follow* 
tag ingenious manner, viz. by being imprison- 
ed in an old crazy, worm-eaten ship for the 
apace of nine months, to avoid being a soldier 
during only threa, months* 

About this time I accidentally met a young 
acquaintance, who had been bred to the sea 
ever since he was twelve years of age \ after 
passing the usual salutations he informed me 
that hs was on the point of sailing for the iat» 
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and ofSt. Bartholomews, in a Letterof Marque 
schooner, called " The Dolphin'' ; 3^ inquired 
whether he supposed I was acquainted with 
&nyof the hands already shipped; he replied 
in the affirmative, as all but the cook and one 
saita: were from Newburyport; my next in- 
quii^was, " Does your Captain want another 
hand ■£" « yes," was the blunt and brief an- 
swer ; my determination was formed and fixed 
in an instant: "Will he ship me ?" said L 
44 No^" replied my friend ; " Our Captain is 
well acquainted with your mother, and there- 
fore must know that fier consent would not be 
given to a step so rash, and fraught with dan- 
ger — for, at the best, a sailor has but a " dog's 
life" of it, and now it is war ; — the English ves- 
sels may be seen distinctly from the Castle, 
and we may be made prisoners before we have 
lost sight of land, and in a few flays after be 
feent to Halifax prison, and thence to England ; 
in suck a case what Mouse could he make for 
shipping a minor, at such a time too, and whose 
parents, he must be convinced, would not 
sanction the act ; he might be prosecuted, and 
a heavy penalty be inflicted for conveying you 
out of the United States" ; — he concluded by 
advising me to stay on terra firma^ and follow 
my , own business. — I was not to be thus easily 
turned from my purpose ; the next morning I 
saw the commander of the Dolphin — made 
known my wishes — told him my mother had 
consented that I should go to sea, provided I 
did not enter on board aprivateer— that I was 
ia good health, and wauld be content witb 
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seven dollars per month; after considerable par- 
leying and " white-lying" on my part, he coo* 
gented, and repaired with me to the Custom- 
House to procure for rne a * Protection"* — L e. 
a piece of paper identifying my person, and 
declaring me a native-born subject of th^Uni- 
ted States ot America ; the following evning 
I exchanged my citizen's dress for that egpa sai- 
* Jor's, antT the next day employed myself in 
throwing in stone ballast, &c. The first mate, 
to make trial of my agility, gave me the end of 
a rope, and ordered me to reeve it through a 
block above the cross trees ; there were no 
rattlings, to the shrouds, and the height I was 
to ascend appeared somewhat formidable ; — 
but had I been commanded to scale the rock 
of Gibraltar, the attempt would have been 
made, although the breaking of my neck were 
the certain consequence ;-~- the rope's end I 
took between my teeth — mounted the railing, 
and seizing the ahroude, I proceeded- on my 
upward journey ; on reaching the cross-trees, 
my strength was nearly exhausted, and in less 
than a minute more I should have fallen head- 

*Some time after my return from England, this same frit of pa- 
per, became tbe cause, of touch uneasiness Ur my friends and 
family* by causing my death to be inserted in a N. Orleans paper. 
I bad given ray protection to a young man, woo somewhat re- 
sembled me, and who being far from his friends, could not easily 
obtain a protection in Boston ; I suppose be took my name, fell 
sick in N. Orleans, was carried to the hospital in that city, died, 
and not disclosing his own name, my name was inserted from the 
protection, and thus found its way into the New-Engtand Jour* 
nate. When I saw the obituary notice, I immediately wrote to 
inform my mother that I was not dead, and «ouW arevs #, which 
news soon set matters all right again, and saved tbe expense of 
*Kwroing,w rather of bayiogsmubleeoiwddtfmes^oniQurBmt 
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long to the deck ; however, bj dint of one 
great and masterly effort, I threw my right leg 
o*era projecting end of the cross-trees, and 
was safe ! — My business aloft being accom-. 
plished, I returned Below and received some 
rough encomiums on my dexterity. — We were 
nearly ready to haul out into the stream, when 
a w land shark" seized me by (he shoulder and# 
arm, told me I was his prisoner, and conduct- 
ed me to jail ! — My very kind landlady, it 
would seem, indulged a strong suspicion of 
my owing some four or five dollars to her lady- 
ship, and had employed the said " land-shark" 
to kidnap me previous to 1 my contemplated 
voyage, as I might never return, and she would 
lose the debt. My residence in the " stone 
jug" was a night and a day ; — there was no 
taking benefit of the act, for there was no act 
for the debtor's relief ever* passed by the en- 
lightened Legislature of Massachusetts. Du- 
ring my confinement such sentiments as are 
contained iri' the following verses, arose in my 
mind : 

Hark ! 'Us the debtor's groan I hear i 
Within yon gloomy walls be sighs ; 
Again, it bursts opon the ear — 
Again it rends the vaulted skies J 

Lo, to her bosom, heaving high, 
A mother clasps her blooming boy ; 
And now in madttess IHta her eye, 
And spurns of lite ber only joy. 

Cased is tbfc heart In triple steel. 
And harder than those walls of stone, 
That does not lor her sorrows feel- 
That fceedeth not the debtor' $ groan. 
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ReleotleBs creditor, Miere 
That tbon ia torn wilt ta«te of wo. 
And the «aroe mercy Mult recei? e, 
Which Uwu dost to thj brother show. 

I was relieved from imprisonment by one 
of the Dolphin's owners, and hurried on board 
the boat that was to convey me to the schoon- 
er, then at anchor in the stream ; the same 
day we dropped still farther down, and c#me 
to, below the Castle, where we laid during 
two or three days ; the privateer M'Donough 
and York lay near us, waiting an opportunity 
to get out ; on Saturday commenced a cold 
and heavy storm, attended with snow, and on 
Sunday afternoon we spread our canvass, and 
was out sight of the Light-House in a tangent. 
—In helping on with the bonnet of the fore- 
sail, my hat flew overboard — My head felt di«- 
zy-*-4 was on my beam-ends twenty times in 
less than as many minutes, when the Captain, 
perceiving my situation, gave me liberty to go 
below ; I turned into my birth in the forecas- 
tle, where I remained for twenty-four hours, 
- nor should I have left it during the remainder 
of the passage, had I not been compelled to do 
so by the orders of the commander. Once 
more I appeared upon deck, and cursed my 
unluckly stars for bringing me into so much 
trouble ; — let the landsman boast of his forti- 
tude in suffering ; let him pride himself upon 
his patience in adversity, and his calm resigna- 
tion while the hand of disease is upon him ; 
but, if he hath never felt tbe,$ensations produ- 
ced by sea-sicknessi let him hold bis peace j be 
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is a very novice in all these virtues, he hath 
never put them to the truest test : let him suf- 
fer this provoking and unbearable complaint 
for one week only, and, if during this period/ 
fortitude, patience and resignation do not 
march oflfat quick step and in Indian file, then 
have I not a correct idea of human nature. 

I continued sick until the day we were made 
prisoners* which soon happened ; — however, 
notwithstanding my illness, on crossing the 
tropic line, father Neptune came on board, 
and insisted that I should be initiated a mem- 
ber of his family ; it was in vain to dispute his 
commands — there was no escape from his 
authority ;-~the preparations were made — my 
eyes covered by a thick bandage, and through 
his speaking trumpet he announced that all 
was ready; the scuttle of the forecastle was 
opened, and my presence required upon deck ; 
one arm was thrust into the pump, and there 
wedged (as I supposed) with the pump han- 
dle — the other was lashed to the boat ; one of 
his majesty's attendants lathered my face with 
tar, &c. &c. while another very deliberately 
strapped his rusty hoop-razor upon the blunt 
edge of a still rustier axe; this sea-devil, it 
would seem, was quite unacquainted with the 
manner of modern shaving; for he applied his 
razor to my cheeks and chin with both hands, 
taking off a quantity of skin, flesh, and lather, 
at every stroke he made; and if my face was 
long. and lank when he commenced, my visage 
was not a whit shortened by the operation ; *in 
sooth, though he was a barbarous shaver,4ie 
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Was no barber ! And now it was that the oath 
was administered, and also a plentiful mouth* 
ful of the said lather, whenever I opened my 
lips to reply; several buckets of " salt sea-wa- 
ter ," forcibly thrown in my face, completed 
the ceremonies of initiation ; my arms were 
loosed, and I retired to change my clothes, 
and ponder upon what had befallen me, in the 
gloom of a forecastle birth— a beautiful situa- 
tion for harmonizing the mind, ar>d expanding 
our poetical ideas ! 

For particular reasons, which the reader 
need not trouble himself to inquire into, the 
following classically written Narrative is here 
inserted ; it was written for bread, but is never- 
theless entitled to much credit, as it is founded 
on truth. The song at the conclusion will, no 
doubt, afford much amusement to the English 
Reviewers, should they be so fortunate as to 
peruse it ; as it is, in verity, a good song in its 
place, viz./m English prison-ship! To enhance 
my own well deserved praise' for the produc- 
tion of so brief and excellent a narrative, the 
good-natured reade^ is informed tMt nearly 
the whole of it was composed in types, ex- 
tempore — that is, without being written* and 
that too, in the short space of six days. Here 
it is, verb, et lit. from the beautiful original : 
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A concise narrative of the angeneroas treatment experienced 
by American prisoners in England ami tbe West Iadies t 
&c. Written by a joimg toao who was a prisoner 
nearly five noootbs in the island of Barbadoea 
and four in England. Interspersed with 
Anecdotes, Remarks, kc. M Truth 
needs ,uo ornament.'* DanrHfe, 
Printed by Ebeneztr Ea- 
ton, 1816. 

Sailed from Boston in tbe year 1 8 1 4, on board 
a private armed schooner, called tbe Dolphin, 
Johnson, commander, bound for the island of 
St Bartholomew, West Indies ; spoke nothing 
on our passage, but saw a number of small 
vessels, supposed to be American privateers. 
We had experienced but little bad weather, 
and nothing of importance occurred until the 
morning of the 14th day of our paesage, (hav* 
ing made the land the evening previous) when 
at day light the man at the mast head descried 
a sail. Uur captain still kept the schooner on 
her course, until he could plainly discern the 
English colours flying at the peak of the man 
of war brig-«- as she afterwards proved to be : 
he then ordered us to tack and stand before 
the wind, the brig also coming down before 
the wind, with all sail set The brig kept up 
the chase, and continued to gain upon us until 
2 o'clock P* M. when she fired several shot, 
which, however, fell short ; she continued to 
fire at intervals, still gaining on us quite f&M» 

4 
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for nearly an hour, when she had come so nigh 
that the shot from her long guns reached us, 
and in a few minutes after, she fired several 
shot from her carronades, which passed over 
us. j Our captain now ordered the*schooner to 
he hov* to, which was immediately done ; and 
our colours, not having been hoisted before, 
nor dutring the chase, were directly hoisted, 
and soon after struck to the British man of 
war brig Columbia.* 

The 2d lieutenant of the brig and two mid- 
ehipmen came on board, And in an imperious 
tone demanded " from whence are you ?" the 
reply was, " from Boston.** He then ordered 
us to get our things ready to go on board the 
brig ; but before we had time to pack up our 
dunnage, we were ordered into the boat, which 
leaked so much that she was half full of water 
before we reached the brig. When on board, 
our bags, chests, &c. were searched, and some 
canvass taken from us: 

The commander of the brig had been, as he 
informed us, a prisoner in this country in the 
early part of the war. and was a lieutenant on 
board the Java when that vessel was captured. 
He spoke highly of the Americans, said they 
treated their prisoners well,and that we should 
be used accordingly. But although we fared 
as well as the crew of the brig, yet the most 
abject beggar in this country would think it 
an insult to his poverty to be offered what this 

* The Columbia formerly belonged to William Gray, Esq. of 
Salem, Massachusetts ; she was then known by the name of the 
Curlew , and was bnilt foe the East India serTiee. 
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humane Englishman doubtless thought was a 

freat condescension to allow us. I will only 
escribe the bread — if so it can properly be 
called. It ha4 been baked, to all appearance, 
at least two years ; and had so long become 
the habitation of worms and wevils, that it re- 
sembled — except to the taste — a honeycomb j 
and was so extremely hard and compact, that 
I sincerely believe, were it converted into 
wagon- wheels, it would last nearly half as 
long as any kind of wood, except lignum vitce, 
commonly used for that purpose. This bread 
we were obliged to break in pieces with a 
hammer or billet of wood, and then soak in our 
cocoa or chocolate ; when it had become soft- 
ened a little, the vermin would swim on the 
top of the liquor, which we scum off, and then 
satisfied as much as possible our empty stom- 
achs with what little retrained. 

Here it is necessary to inform the reader, 
that I, though not then twenty years of age, ' 
had been a most strenuous supporter, so far 
as my abilities extended, of every act of injus- 
tice committed on our commerce and seamen 
by our fond loving " mother" Great Britain* I 
had often heard of the * roast beef and plum pudr 
dings" which our " mother" so generously be- 
stowed on her legitimate children, and there* 
fore conceived myself entitled, though only * 
grand-child, to as large a slice as any of the 
rest, since I had come so far after it ! Indeed, 
so completely blinded was I by prejudice in 
favor of the English nation, that I even rejoiced 
before I was taken on board the brig, that | 
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flad been so fortunate as to fall into the hands 
of men,whose nation a certain chief magistrate 
had declared to be the "Bulwark of our ReU r 
gu»p — and how could f, having always been 
taught to believe thafthe federalists were the 
only champions of truth and virtue, doubt the 
words of tne oracle of federalism—the then 
chief magistrate of Massachusetts ? I was 
also strong in the belief that there had been 
but ONE* solitary instance of impressment 
from any of the sea ports if) Massachusetts. 
Poor, simple, confiding fool ! I had often heard 
before I went to sea, mdny a weather-beaten 
tar relate the hardships they bad suffered on 
the ocean, and full often the cruel treatment 
received on board British men of war, after be* 
ing impressed t because they refused to do duty, 
when by so doing they would be compelled 
not only to fight against their own country, but 
perhaps against relatives and friends. These 
stories, although I then listened attentively to 
them, I conceived at least much exaggerated, 
if not altogether false. But alas ! I have since 
found, that so far from being false or exagge- 
rated, the picture needed colours of a much 
darker hue than the "son of ocean" bad given it. 
Picture to yourselves, ye who style your- 
selves federal republicans, and have so often 
declared that "England has done us no essen- 
tial injun^" one of your own countrymen 
dragged from his own vessel by a set otmcen** 

- * An assertion of th& kind bad been aside kj * t»#fen tfceo 
fesldent in Newburyport.— (See public newt journals of J812, 
*r»13-«nd '1*.) 
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tdpiratzs? on board one of the floating Bastilts 
ofthe would-be " Mistress of the Seas," — vie* 
there this undaunted sot) of freedom lashed to 
the gangway — behold, on this side, the grin* 
ning fiend with his blood stained lash, and on 
the other his inhuman commander — now he 
orders the fiend to inflict the dreadful punish* 
ment— the fiend obeys — the lash falls*— the 
purple stream bursting from its channels flows 
to the deck— wAy sleeps thy vengeance, heaven?—* 
still his high-born soul disdains to yield— now 
the fiend pauses, and the lash for a moment 
ceases to fall — the petty tyrant advances- 
asks him if he will " do his duty" (which in 
time of war amounts to the same as if he had 
asked him if he would fight against his country v) 
— the son ofthe wave indignantly answers, W6 
—again with redoubled violence the fiend re» 
news his blows — already,he feels the icy hand 
of death — still he consents not— at length na- 
ture siuks under the dreadful scourge— he 
dies !— he is committed to the deep. And as 
he sunk, 

" A hellish shout arose, 
So fare all Albion's REBEL foes !•• 

But to retijrn from my digression. We re* 
mained on board the brig three days— made 
the island of Barbadoes about four hours be- 
fore sun-set ofthe second day. This island is 
remarkably healthy, the town being situated 
near the sea shore, has the benefit of the sea 
breeze, which springs upjn the afternoon, an£ 
Fenders the remaining part of the day cool 
and agreeable. 



digitized by VjOOQLC 



42 TAB LIFE OF 

The sun was just setting when we Arrived 
fiere, and as its fast rays were reflected on the 
yellow orange, and different coloured fruits of 
the island, the scene appeared to me like the 
description poets give of the heathen paradise, 
Elysium*. We had now cora£ to an anchor, 
and I beheld at a little distance from the shore 
the place of our future residence, a prison- 
ahip* This prison -ship had bean a sloop of 
•Far, and was on our coast during the revolu- 
tionary war; she was a crazy, worm-eaten, 
dirty old hulk, and was called the Vestal, 
which name, however, we soon altered to a 
ftnore appropriate" one, viz. the Beastiai.. 

We were sent on board this prison-ship in 
♦he afternoon of our arrival in port. Although 
there were only about sixty prisoners on board 
when we came, yet before we left there were 
Upwards of three hundred. OUr situation be- 
came more distressing as the number of pri- 
soners increased, being all crowded down on 
the birth deck at sun-set every night, in a very 
llot climate without a single breath of air. ex* 
Cept when we were allowed a wind-sail. This 
prison-ship was infested with innumerable 
^bakroaches and saniopees* The cockroach is 
ft large bug, sometimes weighing a quarter oi 
an ounce; they would eat our sugar, bread, 
&c We dared not grease our boots or shoes, 
4br if we did they would as certainly be eaten 
*jp by the cockroaches during the night. The 
tontapee is a most poisonous reptile, resem- 

» ^ * Centipede** 
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Wing a caterpillar, is from four to six inches 
in length, and has a large number of legs. 
There is but one remedy for its poison, and 
this, though seemingly paradoxical,, is the poi- 
son itself. It is procured in the following 
manner: two or three of these reptiles being 
Caught) are immediately immersed in a vial of 
strong spirit ; the spirit causes them great 
pain, and they eject their poison into the li*. 
quor ; the wound being washed in this several 
timed becomes gradually less painful, and in a 
short time is perfectly cured. 

We remained- on boara this prison-ship 
about five months. During the time of our 
tedious captivity here, many of the prisoners 
amused themselves with carving cocoa nut- 
shells, and making straw hats. Some of these 
shells were polished and carved, or engraved, 
with great elegance and taste, having different 
inscriptions on them, most of which were sa- 
tires on the English navy, &c. An American 
prisoner polished one of these shells in a most 
superb manner, and engraved under the bot- 
tom, the* English Lion crouching to the Ameri- 
can Eagle, and around its sides different flow* 
ers, fruits, trees, &c. An English officer hap- 
pening to be near when the American had 
finished his shell, and was showing it to his 
fellow prisoners, desired also to see it ; and 
admiring its symmetry and the beauty of the 
figures, (except those on the bottom, which he 
•did not theh discover,) offered the man four 
dollars for it, which he accepted. The officer 
immediately carried it on shore, to have it let 
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in nilvet to i>Vrb«-ut to his *-•■ " it i". When it was 
finish J, in: cnv«ed it hoar.;- doubtless antici- 
pating th.-i the smiles oi L*> deariy beloved 
would well regard hiiii fo» so elegant though 
trifling a present, but, alas ! how were his 
hopes frustrated, when his affectionate wife, 
like most other women, ever seeking to disco- 
ver something new* espied the British Lion 
crouching to the American Eagle, on the bottom 
of the cup ! She immediately showed it to 
her generous husband,who,in a fit of rage, and 
exclaiming ",d — n the yankee rascal, 9 ' dashed 
it in pieces on the floor. 

A scene occurred here, which, though not 
by any means new to English subjects, was 
nevertheless novel to us. It was what the 
British term, " going through the fleet." The 
particulars of this horrid transaction were as 
follows: — A British seaman belonging to a 
frigate then lying in the harbour, for some dis- 
respectful expression to an officer, was tried 
by a court martial, and sentenced to receive 
several hundred lashes, the boatswain of each 
man of war to inflict his proportionable num- 
ber, until the whole was completed. 

The criminal early in the morning was 
placed in one of the boats of the frigate to 
which he belonged, in which were also aguard 
of soldiers with fixed bayonets, and officers 
with drawn swords, also a surgeon and chap- 
lain. This boat rowed away first, after which 
followed a procession of other boats ; the boats 
yere roWed first to the. admiral's ship, where 
j&e criminal was lashed up to a triangular kind 
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of gallows, and a prayer was ifeade by the 
chaplain, to the intent that tie might be able 
to endure his punishment with patience^/ortitude ' 
and resignation, and that it might be a warning 
to his shipmates from committing the like 
crime, - O, Britain ! thou blest * Bulwark ol 
our Religion," how much is it to be regretted 
that all thy faithftil subjects in this country 
could hot/ce/ the cA^rtTtg- influence of thy huma- 
nity! But to proceed : After the chaplain had 
finished his mock prayer, the boats wain of the 
admiral's ship proceeded to inflict his propor- 
tionable part of the dreadful punishment. Afc 
ter he bad done his daty,as the English express 
it, the boats again moved to the next man of 
war, where the same ceremony was performed, 
and ^o on alternately until the criminal had 
received; the whole number of lashes contain* 
ed in his sentence. We had an opportunity 
of witnessing nearly the whole of this heart* N 
rending scene of barbarity ; but for my own 
parti could not view the half of it— the tear 
unbidden stole 4own my cheek, and I turned 
my head aside. Indeed there were but fetf 
American seamen upon whose ragged cheeks 
thegem of sympathy did not glitter. 

The men of British ships of war are earn- 
pelled in all cases to witness this heart-rending 
spectacle of refined cruelty.- If the criminal 
dies before he has received the half of his 
punishment, it makes no difference, he must 
receive the whole. The doctor's duty (as I 
ought to have observed before) is to restore 
thte criminal to feeling whan he feints, and riot 
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a blow is indicted while he remains insensible 
to feeling, that is,'if feeling can be restored. 

Now, I would ask, is there a man in this 
country, so ignorant or dead to feelings of hu- 
manity, who, being a spectator of the scene 
$bo?e described, and laying aside all party 
animosity, can place his hand on his heart* 
and assert in the face of heaven* that a sove- 
reign whose signature sy actions such scenes 
of cruelty, is a firm and sincere supporter of 
the mild religion we profess ? No,— A believe 
that even Gov. — ■ — , could fcft once witness 
a scene similar to the one jusi mentioned* 
would blush when he recalled to mind the as- 
sertion he had made, that Great Britain was 
the " bulwark of our Religion." 

But to continue my narrative. Upwards of 
forty prisotiers escaped from this prison-ship 
by getting out ol the port holes, and swimming 
ashore, but were always taken and brought 
back. Fourteen made their escape in one 
night, by sawing off, with an old knife, the iron 
gratings of one of the stem portsf. They tra- 
velled to Spikeetown, (about twenty miles,) 
that night, and concealed themselves the next 
day in a cane patch-— the evening following 
they ventured to the shore, where th*y found 
a small boat, which they took, and having sup- 
plied themselves with a quantity of bread and 
a small keg of water, embarked for the island 
of Guadaloupe, belonging to the French ; but 
before they had^proceeded three quarters of a 
mile, the boat sunk— and they with great ex- 
ertions at length reached the place from 
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whence they* had taken the boat, whrn they 
were instantly seized by seventy or eighty ne- 
groes and some whites, armed with clubs, , 
knives, &c. who had been informed of their es- 
cape from the prison-ship, and the place 
where they had concealed themselves, by a 
slave who had discovered them in the cane 
patch the afternoon previous. The whites 
permitted the negroes to rob the prisoners of 
their money, of which they bad in the whole 
from sixty to one hundred dollars. The pri- 
soners were taken the next day on board of the 
admiral's ship, probably to see if tbey would 
not rather enter, than be carried back to the 
prison-ship ; but in this the good admiral was 
doubtless much disappointed — the free-born 
tars of Columbia kqew too well the value of 
freedom— they knew 

•• A day. ao boar of rirtnons liberty. 
Was worth a whole eternity of bondage." 

The admiral kept them on board his ship 
one nigbt,and the next day sent them on board 
the prison-ship, where they were kept in irons 
several days, and on short allowance. 

Many of the prisoners had been here eight 
or ten months; during this time several plans 
were formed for taking the Ship in order to 
gain their liberty — but none of these were put ' 
in execution — partly dwing to the number of 
the guard being nearly equal to the number of 
prisoners,and partly from a story in circulation 
that an American cartel was shortly expected 
into take them all to their native country. A 
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t 
deep laid and last plan for liberating oawtefres 
was devised about a month before we received 
the new* of peace between the United States 
and Great Britain. It was arranged in this 
manner : 

At the hour of sun- set, (the time we were 
counted down pn the birth deck) two men be- 
fore selected, were to place themselves near 
the sentry on the main deck— 12 mftre were 
to stand near the quarter deck — these were 
to seize the arms of the guard vrifto were then 
offduty, and reposing themselves in the gun- 
room—others were selected to secure the 
sentries on the gun and quarter decks, there 
being two sentries on each of these decks- 
six more were also appointed to seize the 
master and officer who stood near the hatch- 
way, to superintend counting us down, &c. 
This plan, however, so far was frustrated, and 
we were again immured in our narrow dun- 
geon. But we were not thus to give up all 
hopes of regaining our freedom. Some days 
after, it was agreed that at 11 o'clock at night 
when the watch-word* Would be given, we 
should all rise at once — knock down, kill, or 
secure the guard, officers, &c. and a number 
to s,wim to the admiral's tender, a small but 
fast sailing schooner, seize or kill the watch 
on deck, fasten down the watch below, cut her 
cable, and bring her alongside the prison-ship, 
when the Americans were to embark and run 
«ut to sea. At this time there was bdt one 
armed vessel in the harbour, and she being a 

* The watch-word was "Lawrence*" 
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frigate half dismantled, eoald net hare got 
read/ to. put to sea under two days at least— 
so. that we should have been, with a good 
breeze, upwards of three hundred miles ahead, 
before the frigate could have got uoder way to 
come in chase of us. In fact, had we succeed- 
ed in taking the schooner,we should have been 
in all probability, in eight or ten days after- 
wards safe in some harbour or other of the 
United States. But it was decreed otherwise. 

Just before the hour appointed for the exe- 
cution of our plan, a prisoner was sent on deck 
to see if the guard, as was expected, and as 
they usually had been before, were carelessly 
reclining on their arms, or partly asleep on 
deck ; but what was our surprise when we were 
informed that so far from what we had antici- 
pated, a double guard of soldiers were then 
on board the ship, besides several boats row- 
ing guard, and upwards of two hundred sol- 
diers stationed on the shore directly opposite! 
— Our feelings at this time I will not attempt 
to describe. Suffice it to say, that we who a 
few hours before had been indulging the fond 
hope of again soon beholding our native coun- 
try — and with the satisfaction too, of entering 
an American port, with an English admiral's 
flag beneath our own — for we had made an A- 
merican Flag the night before — had nothing 
Iett now, but the gloomy prospect of languish- 
ing out the remainder of our imprisonment 
perhaps life, in irons, and on short allowance! 

It appeared evident that we had been be- 
trayed — but by whom remained a mystery. It 
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could not have been by the French or Span* 
iih prisoners, for they knew nothing of the mat- 
ter; suspicion therefore rested on someone 
of our countrymen. The traitor, however, 
Was never satisfactorily discovered; but was 
Supposed to be a Dutchman, who had been 
taken in an American privateer, and who a few 
fyys after this affair, obtained his liberty, and 
went on board an English merchantman. 
Thus ended ttiis last attempt to regain our 
liberty. 

Sometime in February a sloop of war arriv- 
ed here with despatches from the English go- 
vernment, and bringing the welcome news of 
peace. We expected now to have been sent 
immediately home— but our cup of misery was 
not at this time full. 

In a few days after the news of peace* we 
Were ordered to prepare ourselves for a voy- 
age to the " fast-anchored isle" of the ocean. 

The excuse made for this procedure was, 
that the admiral had received strict orders to 
send all American prisoners in the West-Indies 
to England, previous to the receipt of de- 
spatches stating the conclusion of a treaty of 
peace between his government and the gov* 
ernment of the U. States — and that these or- 
ders had not been countermanded. Whether 
this was the case or not, I will not pretend to 
determine. — However, fifty of us embarked on 
board the British frigate La Pique, Anthony 
Maitland commander. This man, by what I 
have since learnt commanded the Bellerophon, 
7^, in which Napoleon ip^s -carried to England, 
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Capt. Maitland, to those unacquainted with -. 
him, has the appearance of being all benevo* 
letyee, humanity and good nature— his eyes are 
remarkably bright, bat mild — his features 
handsome, and his form straight and well pro* 
portioned ; — a smile is generally seen to illu- 
mine his countenance, but it is the smile of a 
villain— for truly he Could 

"Smite and murder while be smtttd.*' 

He was a most accomplished tyrant, so far as 
his power extended— was lost to all sense of 
shame, and delighted in sporting with the mis- 
eries of his fellow-mortals : — in fact he was 



• A fiend of darkness. 



Rob'd in -the light of heareo. 

Captain Maitland's inhuman treatment to- 
wards us during the whole passage to England, 
will prove this short sketch of hie character 
correct. 

After leaving Barbadoes, we touched at 
several islands, fofr the purpose of convoying 
merchantmen to St. Thdmas,from whence they 
were to proceed to different ports in England 
and Ireland. We waited at this island nearly 
a fortnight, when the fleet having all arrived— 
about 300 sail— we took our departure for the 
shores of old England. This was in February* 
—-After a few days, sail, the weather became 
extremely cold, and most of us being destitute 
of warm clothing, would have rendered our 
situation miserable enough at best, had we 
been allowed the liberty of exercsing ourselves 
on deck ; but, alas ! even this privilege was 
denied us* 
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Confined between three guns — a distance 
of about twenty feet in length, and 8 in width 
— with four sentries over us— the water <?©n- 
tinually pouring in upon U6, having no place 
to sit down, except in the water, we had at 
this time but little relish left for life. 

During the whole passage we were ordered 
down into the forehold at four o'clock P. M. 
where we remained until seven in the morning 
-—and sometimes on days of punishment, till 
nearly noon. Here we were necessitated to 
repose ourselves on the soft side of a water- 
cask, or a))undle of staves and iron hoops— 
and so crowded were we, that those who first 
laid down, could not rise again without the 
consent of the last, whose bodies rested on the 
breasts or legs of the first 

Our allowance was about a pint of water 
per day, although there was plenty onboard, 
and having nothing but salt beef or pork to 
eat, our thirst oftentimes became so extreme, 
that at night we have used an old handker- 
chief for want of a sponge, to soak up the 
putrid water remaining in old casks, and wrong 
it out and drank it. This treatment, the reader 
will recollect, we recfeived after the news of 
peace was confirmed* 

The commander of the British brig Baros- 
ea, who came passenger in the La Pique* a 
very humane man, and who had ever treated 
American prisoners with the greatest lenity, 
took the liberty of telling the tyrant Maitland 
t^hat it wad a shame and disgrace for him to use 
even criminals, in the manner he treated us; 
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and at length told him plainly that unless he 
would consent to ameliorate our condition, he 
would not stay on board his vessel another 
day.* Maitland refused— and the captain of 
the Barossa quit his ship the next morning 
and went on board a brig. Surely every can* 
did mind mast imagine our situation to be most 
distressing,when a commander in the English 
navy quitted a frigate in which he could have 
had every delicacy, and " iared sumptuously 
every day," to embark on board a small hrig, 
merely because he could not view, without 
emotions of grief, such a scene of human 
wretchedness. The commander of the Baros* 
sb was worthy the name — American. 

After our arrival in Portsmouth, England, 
we were put on board the Swiflsure, 74, on 
board of which vessel there were one hundred 
other prisoners, who had been sent from Bar- 
badoes the same time we were. From Ports* 
mouth we were transported to Plymouth, and 
from thence in boats about five miles up the 
river, and put on board the prison-ship Ganges 
84, where wer remained about fomr months. 

Our allowance here was one pint of cocoa* 
little better than warm greasy dish water, 
three quarters pound fresh beef, without salt, 
and which after being boiled would shrink t# 
jfve'ou ncet, with three biscuits per day. 

The soldiers on board this prison-ship we rte 
|K>t allowed any spirituous liquor, but as muck 
small beer as they* could purchase. The priU 
doners one night, by cutting a hole through thfc 
deck, found the head of a beer cask* whici* 

*♦ 
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4hey tapped and drew off before morning. A 
sergeant first discovered the trick, but seemed 
not at all angrj about it This sergeant in- 
formed the prisoners that be had bought a 
cask <tf excellent beer, which if they would 
get in the same way they did the other, they 
were welcome to it The prisoners of course 
first endeavored to find where the cask was — 
^rhich having discovered in a little roo&i, for- 
ward of the galley, when the prisoners were 
to be counted down, some of them drew off the 
attention of the sentry, although he then stood 
within 6 ve feet of the room, while others pryed 
the hinges from the door, and dug away the 
sand from under the cask, by \* hich the ser- 
geant had raised it nearly three feet from the 
deck; then tacking the hinges on the door 
were counted down as usual. They immedi- 
ately went to work, and with their jacknives* 
8cc. soon cut through the deck and drained 
this cask also. The sergeant early the next 
morning discovering from the prisoners' smiles 
and whispers that all was not right, thought he 
would examine and see if his beer was safe— 
the cask iadeed was there, but, alas ! the beer 
bad fled ! He then told us, in a jocular man- 
aer, that he should take good care not to give 
a yankee leave to steal his beer again. 

We took our departure from England oo 
the 4th June, and embarked in the English 
qartel brig Sovereign, for our beloved country, 
Nothing material occurred on our passage, 
Except springing our bowsprit, which,.howe- 
rer was soon repaired. W« had a tedious 
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passage of 64 days, and our situation here was 
but little better than on board the La Pique— 
the cartel being a small brig, and having in the 
whole 216 prisoners on board, one third of 
whom were Frenchmen anc} Spaniards — but 
the cheering prospect of soon beholding our 
native country a*nd embracing those we held 
dear, rendered even suffering a pleasure. We 
. had indeed the winds and the waves to com* 
bat, but experience had taught us that even 
these were generally less treacherous and 
cruel, than a jealous and imperious enemy in- 
vested with power. 

About the first of August, 1815, we all arri- 
ved in Boston in health and safety, after an 
absence of about ten months* 
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The following Song was Written b? the aa* 
(hor of this narrative, on board the pnsonship 
Vestal, in the West Indies, December, 1814: 

SONO, 

Colombia. Columbia ! awake from thy sleep, 
And hurl from his throne the proud king of the deep I 
Maf thy soos, O Columbia t who toil on lite wares, 
Swear to Heav'A they ne'er wilt submit to be staves ; 

For thy tars know not tear, 

Tho* death should be near, 
And show Ids grim face oo the dark rolling ware*. 

Though the monarch of Eugland has tried once more, 
To laud bis vile vassals oo Freedom's blest shore. 
Yet our navy triumphant, shall soon let him know. 
That we cringe not to tyrants, nor strike to a foe ; 

For our* seamen ne'er tear, 

Tho* death should be near, 
And rivers of blood from their scuppers should flow. 

The fields that are white with the bones of ouwsirts, 
In onr breasts shall rekindle blest Liberty's fires, 
Skill lead us through danger to honour and fame, * 

Till we blot from earth's records ev'ry tyrant's cura*d itiflnfe 

For our tars ever brave, 

Their country shall save. 
And brand all its toes with dishonour and shame. 

The time is at band when our Eagle shall soar. 
Unmolested and free, to the earth's farthest shore,— 
When Britannia shall yield* and candidly own. 
That in vain she has claim'd Neptune's trident and tififtfe ; 

For our tars shall be free 

To traverse the sea, 
Though between ever/ billow rise bulwaiks of eten% 
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lire CONTISTUBD. 

I landed in Boston, on Long- Wharf, as bare-^ 
footed as I was born : an old straw brain-pro* 
lector, a filthy striped cotton shirt, a sailor's 
jacket and canvass trowsers, was all the osten- 
sible property I brought home from England ; 
however, I had left a trunk of good clothing at 
my former boarding house, which I obtained, 
and in a few hours I was completely metamor- 
phosed, and by the behevolence of some of 
my brother printers, enabled to proceed to 
Newburyport, to see my mother. I arrived in 
the town after dark, went immediately to her 
residence, knocked at the door, my mother 
opened it — I supposed she would not imme- 
diately recognize me; I enquired if Mrs. Coffin 
was at home — she replied that she was Mrs. 
Coffin : I then said, " Mother, how do you do?" 
All that followed, is easier imagined than de- 
scribed. 

Having business at Portsmouth, N. H. I call- 
ed on captain P , with whom my mother'* 

sister resided : capt P gave me a very 

beautiful suit of clothes, selected from s mong 
a number of trunks of clothing which had bee n 
captured by his armed vessels during the war. 
This was a 1 a ldsome present, and could not 
have been offered at a more appropriate lime ; 
the donor has my warmest wishes for his pros- 
perity and happiness. 
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Soon after my return to Boston, my father 
died ; his decease affected me much — it wa% 
sudden and .dreadful : he had just come in at 
the entry door — it was dark— he mistook the 
cellar door, which was partly open/for anoth- 
er — pitched headlong to the Ifrottom of the 
cellar — struck his side against the edge of a 
large vessel, and broke a rib, which penetra- 
ted his heart ! There never has been but one 
incident in my life which has affected me so 
much as this.* The following tribute to the 
memory of the deceased, is extracted from the 
"Honey Bee" a literary paper, which I publish- 
ed and edited in the city of Philadelphia : 

Father, I hare not seen thy bed of clay 
Since to that bed f saw thy form consigned ; 
Scarce then — unbidden turned my eyes away— 
1 could not see— 1 dared not look behind. 

I had a heart — but chilly then it grew ; 
1 had a soul— but then it scarce did feel ; 
Cold on my brow hung drops of chilly dew— 
My eyes did stupor with its signet seal. 

I knew not then her arm in mine was tock'd 
Who gave me— wretched, wretched being— birth ; 
And scarce had known, though to its centre roek'd, 
Convulsed — before me yawned the quiv'ring earth. 

•• I cannot feel again as then I felt," 
For misery now hath paralyzed my heart ; 
Too much an scenes of sorrow hath it dwelt. 
That death should e'er again such paiu impart. 

$ 

* By the demise of my father several letters, documents, &c. 
fell into my possession ; particularly a letter addressed to my fa* 
ther, from a person who is now an attorney somewhere at the 
westward ; a more villaoous transaction never came to light :. be 
fc in better health where he is, than he probably would he In any 
of the eastern or middle states S 
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Father^ my hopes were buried with the* ; * 
In thy dark mansion do they all repofle ; 
And now I'm wrecked upon a stormy tea,'— r' 
A Foid of darkness, that uosQwhiue knows. 

Nay ; there Is yet one quenchless, heavenly ray, 
Oite lamp, whose light this watte of wo still cheers ; 
One star, that bright fy beams athwart the way— 
One sun that shines upon this world of tears. 

Father, this ray did beam upon Jhee here ; 
Father, this lamp thy darkness did illume ; 
Father, this star the night or death did cheer; 
Father, this sun now radiates thy tomb ! 

• 

Oh, blest Heliginn ! cheer me with thy light ; 
Shine on my daikuess — soothe my soul's despair ; 
Be thou my lamp in sorrow's ray less night, 
And for thy Joys my spirit broke prepare. 

Father, no sculptured marble marks thy grave ; 
No stone proclaims where thou art lowly laid ! 
A few frail dowers alone abo? e^tliee wave. 
When dew-eyed Spring weeps o'er tby bumble bed. 

But, father, thou a monument shall claim 
More welcome than the senseless works of art ; 
A living monument Khali bear tby name— 
'Tis in our bosoms— 'tis thy offspring's heart ! 



I worked at the printing business in Boston 
during three or four months, after the death. of 
my father; I was employed in the office of the 
Evening Gazette, and my poetry oftentimes oc- 
cupied some portion of its columns; the fol- 
lowing is extemporaneous— -the subject, a 
young lady blushing when kissed; 



Why, Mary, does that erimson blush 
Overspread thy beauteous face ? 

Why should the rose so quickly rush 
To fill the lilly's place ? 
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What can there be in friewMiip* s\k$. 

So foul, jet seeming lair. 
That it shonld cause so Yireet a miss 

The lace of guilt to wear ? 

There's nothing, wire— for I have read 

In saefed writ, most clear. 
That ^ood old Jacob ran ^rith speed 

To kiss bis Rachel dear. 

And, Mary, should it prove a sin 

Or e'er so dark a hue, 
I'd lain commit it o'er^again. 

To kits a nymph like you. 

At the house in which I boarded in Boston, 
I became acquainted with a stranger, an Eng- 
lishman, who had the appearance of having 
once been a gentleman, and the possessor of 
considerable wealth : I was introduced by this 
stranger to a young man, with whom he wished 
me to take a trip to Montreal, for the purpose 
of obtaining monies due to him, as he asserted, 
in that city ; his arguments were so forcible, 
his conversation so eloquent, and his manners 
so insinuating, that in an unlucky hour, I con- 
sented to accompany the aforesaid young man 
into John Bull's ice-bound dominions in North 
America. Here it may be proper, to remark 
that my fellow traveller had been a pretty 
good public performer in amphitheatres, &c. 
as well in the United States as some parts of 
Europe. It was on the afternoon of a winter's 
day that, bidding a hasty cood-bye to my sis- 
ter, we set out on foot for the city of Montreal, 
Canada; two handkerchiefs contained our 
baggage, consisting of a change of linen, a 
magic lantern, and a few Italian shades ; we 
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slept at Cambridgeport the first night, and the' 
next morning proceeded on our way, and 
reiched Concord in the afternoon; here we 
performed for one night, and received about 
thirty dollars, which we accounted a very good 
beginnings we had some idea of trying our 
luck in this place a second time, but our land- 
lord advised us to the contrary, and we took 
stage for Grot on; we received but little en* 
couragementhere, and immediately continued' 
our journey as far as Ashley, where we per- 
formed one evening, and took away with us 
about fifteen dollars; — (all the preceding 
towns are in the state of Massachusetts.) Our 
fourth performance was given at Keene, New 
Hampshire, where the profits amounted to 
twenty dollars, and our fifth and last perform- 
ance was at Drewsville, in the same state. In 
this last place a minority of the audience were 
Very much dissatisfied, and threatened to in- 
flict various punishments, but were prevented 
by the interference of our landlord, Colonel 
©rew, who threatened to shoot the first man 
who broke open the chamber door to molest 
us ; he told the disaffected with great firmness 
that we were fids guests, and, while under his 
roof, he would protect us from injury ; oa 
hearing this determination, the most of them 
dispersed, but some of the audience tarried 
in the house until a very late hour, and then 
-retired. During the day, however, several of 
the dissatisfied returned, and demanded a re* 
storation of the money they had paid for ad- 
mission on the evening previous ; which, mucfe 

6 
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Sfatnfct my consent, was complied with by my 
fellow traveller. The conclusion now made 
was, that I should remain at Drewsville, while 
my companion proceeded to, and should re- 
turn from Montreal ; he soon set forth on his 
pilgrimage, and I saw him no more during seve- 
ral years* Two days after bis departure I 
* also bade adieu to Drewsville, and retraced 
my way back to Keene again, where I obtained 
employment in the Printing office of John 
Prentiss, Esq. editor of the New Hampshire 
Sentinel; a man possessing many good qualities, 
and to whom I owe a debt of gratitude. It is 
top often that we hastily pronounce men avari- 
cious, for no other reason than that we have not 
experienced their charities; it was so with me 
until the time came that I absolutely needed 
assistance, when relief being extended by the 
hand of him I had so unjustly judged, [saw my 
error, and do now freely acknowledge it-— 
There was only one objection that I entertain* 
ed against Mr. Prentiss, viz. he refused t# 
publish my poetry ! Such a refusal, at that 
time, was sufficient cause with me for indulging 
a dislike toward any person in existence. 
Whether Mr. P's judgment was always correct 
I pretend not to determine ; but certain it is, 
the following poem, which could not obtain 
admittance in the columns of the New Hamp- 
shire Sentinel, has since been published in aU 
most every other news-journal printed oA the 
big farm of that complaisant old fellow, u Uncle 
Sam" Of its merits be the reader the judge; 
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FAME, WEALTH, MAUTT, AJf RELIGION. 

Vict**, what avaib the wreath 

That fats entwined thy brew f 
Alat ! these fevers no loafer breathe, 

For death bath laM thee low : 
Am! wbat avails the storied urn 

That bbaotw forth thy lease * 
The storied rate to dmt shall tarn— 

Oblivion blot thy i 



What too avails those seam so deep, 

Received m battle*fray 9 
"lluy're proqfs o/ valor /"—Time shell sweep 

Thy valor's proofs away : 
And what avails the minstrel's toog 
' That sounds tb j glory forth 8 
The minstrel's bead shall rest ere bog 

Upon the lap of earth. 

Av'Rtcn, wbat avails thy dreams 

Of happiness io gold T 
Thy fon'rei torch already gleams— 

Tby days on earth are told : 
What now avails thy hoarded wealth. 

Is it with thee iaaroed ? 
No ; naked from the earth yon came* 

And naked have returned. 

And Bxavt*; what avails the rose 

That decks thy dimpled cheek f 
Age on tbj bead shall strew his snows, 

And death his vengeance nreak s 
And what avails thy form so lair. 

And eyes so heavenly bright t 
That form shall waste by sullen care. 

Those orbs shall set In night 

But, blest RtxtGioa ! much mils 

Thy hopes oihtissin heaven ; 
For though Hje'thark, by adverse gale* 

On death's dark shore he driven $ 
• Yet tktm caa'st smile ; thy steady eye 

Can pierce the cheerless gloom. 
And view, throvgb dark futurity, 

The day-sprtogoftfcetomb* 
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My residence in Keeno continued about six 
months* at the expiration of which tiose I had 
fallen in love with only three young ladies, 

4 and had written but one satire on the ^Tithing^ 
men^so called. As some of my reddens at the 
South may not exactly comprehend what is 
meant by a "Titkingman*" I will endeavour to 
gratify their curiosity by an explanation : The 
. "Tithingman" was a person whose zeal to esta- 
blish illiberal principles in rehgion had fairly 
worn bim to tne bone; one who endeavoured 
to consider it his duty to infringe the laws of 

x God and of society, that he might be enabled 
to exact/£ne£ from the guiltless ; one who used 

' Jhis utmost endeavours to prevent men from 
worshipping Jehovah in the grand and beau- . 
tifui temple of the Universe; one whose 
bounded vision saw the Almighty only within 
the walls of his own church ; one who built his 
own salvation upon the damnation of his ene-. 
mies, and triumphed at the misfortunes of his 
neighbour;— or, to use the words of the pro- 
phet of natqre, he was 

"A flighted ear, 
Starting bit trbolesome brotlier ;•• 

one who, with true Pharisaic pride, thanked 
Heaven that he was not tike other men— while I 
as sincerely thanked God that all other men 
were not like Jhim ! In fact, be was a vampire 
who daily gorged himself with the life-blood of. 
religion, while aflrigbted virtue fled his thief- 
like approach, fndwtriotrt youth sought a 
livelihood aik^iijlMding auatmoj«phere unpoi- 
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soned by his pestilential breath, and where 
their harmless pleasures should be undisturb- 
ed by the machinations of his Satanic spirit 

There Uwe, and tutr religion'* garb,, 

Wbo virtue's self won W flay ; 
Who 'gatat their God tbe shaft would barb, 

li it ift«tr foci might stay. 

From Keene < I took my depature with a 
young man just setting out on a peddling ex-" 
pedition, with tbe intention of stopping 
wherever I could obtain employment ; not 
meeting with any encouragement, I proceeded 
as far as Burlington,Vermont, situated on the 
shore of Lake Champlain ; in this place I left 
my companion, and started for Montpelier in 
a farmer's wagon, where I arrived the same 
evening; I gave the farmer a pair of stockings 
and some other trifling article in payment for 
a ride of forty miles, and he was satisfied ;— 
this was pretty cheap travelling on a road 
where there was no " opposition /" — At the tav- 
ern in this place I procured supper and lodg- 
ing, and paid my bill with another pair of 
stockings*, the last I had left. — A very small 
sum of money, and a few toy books, now con- 
stituted all my wealth ; and f was more than 
two hundred miles from my friends, which dis- 
tance must be travelled on foot; under all 
these disadvantages I plodded onward, living 
upon bread and milk, procured by presenting 
toy toy-books to the children ; when within 
fifteen miles of Danville, Vermont, I overtook 

* Literally etitflf my? stockings ; % thing art 
4MB* placet. 
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the Voit»rid«r wbo dieirUmted a newspaper 
untitled the « North Star" printed in the above 
mentioned village ; with him I rode to Dan- 
ville, paving him twenty-five cents for my pas- 
sage. My tooney now was almost expended. 
— Mr. Eaton, proprietor and Editor of the 
" Star," could give me no employment, and te 
attempt proceeding any farther on my way 
liome without money, was out of the question ; 
-^accordingly I took board and lodgings at 
the best tavern in the place, and laughed, 
chatted, sung, and held my head as high as my 
shoulders would possibly allow me; a little 
more than four feet ; — and here, permit me te 
remind the reader, that it is a very impolitic 
plan for a person to appear impoverished among 
strangers; for there is nothing more true in 
Such cases than the text of Scripture, which 
«ays — " To him that hath shall be given — but 
from him that hath no/, shall be taken away even 
what he hath /'—recalling this saying to mind, 
I determined " mine host" should have no in- 
timation of my poverty so long as it could be 
concealed* My visits to the Printing-Office 
Were frequent, and I gradually developed that 
part of my history which I thought best calcu- 
lated to awaken a sympathy toward me, viz. 
tny late misfortunes on the sea % — and in two 
days { succeeded in obtaining Mr. Eaton's 
consent to publish the preceding Narrative ; 
from the sale of which I realized about ten 
dollars clear of aH expenses* — Respecting Mr. 
* Saton— he is a worthy and humane man, in 
fom&ks circumstance^ a^ a brother of the 
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late General Eaton, whose history is well 
known to every American ; his treatment to 
me was always honest and kind, and my pray- v 

er is, that the sun of prosperity may gild the 
evening of life, and his exit from earth be gra- 
dual and happy. — The lines "To a violet" the \ 
« Slanderer's grape" were first published in the 
North Star, also ; " T/ie Veteran" " ToLouisaf 
« To Miss " " The Tomb."* '. 

TO A VIOLET. 

1 love tbee, humble, modest flower, v 

That b'oomest so sweet in lonely bower, 

And shedst tby fragrance in the grove, 't 

Sacied to peace, and virtuous love. ' 
I love tbee more than yonder rose, 

Tbongb choicer sweets Its leaves. disclose; * x 

For, all 1 rude thorns the rose invert, 

Which deeper pierce the more they're pressed ; " ' 

And oft, full oft, 'tis thrown aside. 
Or trampled 'neath the foot of pride ; 

But thou — so humble and so poor, • 

Art from the resets (ate secure : 
- Tbou d« ellest alone— from insult free— . 

Thy safety thy humility. 

JLonisa, let the violet be J 

An emblem of thyself aod me ; , 

Unlike the rose let's dwell alone, 
* To an unfeeling world unknown. 

From Danville I took passage in a stage* 
coach, so tolled, which was neither more n#jf 
less than an old, shattered, revolutionary, yan* v 

tee wagon, something rougher than the road 
i% travelled upon, and the wheels of wfaicfc 



* See a vtmitne of my miscellaneous poej&g, published fat Phil* 
ielpbia, if IS, by J, «H. Cunningham. 
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were nearly as oval as a hen's egg; in this 
indescribable vehicle 

O'er rails, o'er rock*, o'er logs we went* 

until our joyful arrival at Haverhill, New* 
Hampshire, where we supped and lodged.— 
The following morning we proceeded to Han- 
over, New-Hampshire, where we arrived early 
iA the afternoon, without dislocating a shoul- 
der, or even breaking a leg; and it is really 
surprising how fortunate men sometimes are, 
when they expect nothing better than having 
a nose knocked off, or of blotting out an eye j 
With Mr. Watson, printer of a weekly sheet io 
this place, 1 had been previously acquainted; 
I called on him, and took board at the same 
fiouse in which*he resided ; — a day or two af- 
ter my arrival I handed him the following 
stanzas for publication : 

Oh, blest i* he in lonely cot. 

Whose feet ne'er learnt to ream 
Beyond the small, bat peaceful spot, 

That bounds bis bumble bone. 

No wasting care bis heart invades, 

No sorrow rends bis breast. 
But, happy 'neatb bis native shades. 

Believes— and tberefore's blest, 

To Heaven, at eve, bis beart bestows 

The grateful tribute due. 
Then seeks, and finds that sweet repos* 
' Which luxury never knew. 

And when the icy band of death 

Lite's currentwarm congeals— 
W ben taint is heard the parting, breath 

That from his bosom steak; 
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f. 

Sot setter fans the weary brace . 

Old ocean*ff4oeya«t breast-* ' 

Not softer swell mid-antonier seaa, 

Than sinks hit tool to rest. , \ 

M^Watpson felt a little inclined to doubt the 
originality of these few verses ; at lea6t, I saw * 

that he harboured a disposition to Relieve that \ 

they were not the production of any genius of 
mine ; &nd to convince him that I could write 
poetry, I said, "Request of me a poem upon 
any subject, and it shall be composed before I 
sleep." It was nearly supper-hour, whep he *^ 

requested of me an elegy upon ajfy, which lay • 

dead, or apparently so, upon the sash of the 
window. The next morning on entering the \ 

office, I presented him the following 

ELEGY ON A FLY. 

•Tis said the moral mnse a theme can find V 

la every page of nature's poed*rou> book ; 

And sure my muse, whose taste is unrefinedl 

Ma/ deign upon an insect's dust to look. < 

Ill-fated insect t Time indeed hath been 

When then, like me, was blythe. Jocund and gay J 

Until grim death concealed behind the screen, * f 

Hwl'd his fell dart,and»eolkd thy hanulessplaf. </ 

Toon wast, perebanee, irbile in our world of we, 
More busy striving to sit high in state. 
Than he who bids these mournful numbers flow. 
And wails— unlucky Fly ! thy hapless Tate. 

Like the coquette, oil hare I seen thee glide 
Before the mirror's smooth reflecting face ; 
As if, Iske her* to gratify thy pride, 
And see Viat all things were in proper place. 

Like an unfeeling creditor with does. 
Oft bate 1 beard thee binning in my ear : 
Or, H~ke«om»eJf, who beck and ibrward mot, 
With Dews so stale that none but iboliwtfl bear. 
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And 1 have teen then climb the gl*|sy steep. 
To look, oedeobt, with •corn on tbo§c below ; 
IJntii the spider's bugs have pierced thee deep* 
And then ha* fitfett, e # e» as tbj lellow« t low. 

So teres tee bard, with lore nor debet West, 
Woo serks Paroaitts* daaetivg heifct.t to gain I 
Even there some critic spider wounds his breast. 
And be like thee attempts retreat n vain ! 



Tet not Kke man then feel'* chill winter's breattv; 
Dull torpor robs thee oi'tbe seose of pain, 
Till sammer bids thee wake from seeming death, 
And thy siiort useless life renews again. 



* But, though to man no summer- breezes mild. 
To rouse him from the wintry grave are given. 
Yet He who guides the storm and whirlwind wild, 
Shall bid him wake to endless lite in Heat**. 

This poem convinced him that I was a tole- 
fable rhy mester f to say the least, and several of 
my productions after* ards appeared in the 
columns of the " WakhmatC'* — among which 
were "ThePoefs Hour of Peace? "Sweet Home? 
or the "Graduate's Song." from the Latin, "M* 
tumn? addressed to a lady, « Avid Bitty, the 
Hermit? "The Orphan to the Spirit of his Bene- 
factor? "Stanzas written at the grave of a youthful 
V Poet? "Elegy ma Cow? "Power of Con> 

science?* 

AUTUMN. 

i • 

The summer's past, file harvest's 6'er, 

♦ The wiutry winds are near ; 
The swallow seeks a milder shore— 

/ The leaf is dead and sear; 

The tree is srript-~ifs fruit decayed, 

Th^> fields are green no more; 
The Ikllw on the earth is laid, 
The robmVsong is o'er* 

• See a volume of m j miscellancoas poems, pnblbM in M* 



_k 



Digitized by V^jOQQIC? 



THE BOSTON BARD. 7 1 

The scythe bath laid the field-ttowei low, / 

The sickle low the com ; 
The axe compels the oak to bow. 

The lark bails not the mora ; 
The daisy's root the plough Imth torn, 

The honey-snckle'sdead ; 
The rose-leaf on the blast is borne— 

Ail summer's tweets have #e4 ! 

And, lady fair, tbt summer too 

A9 swift will pass away ; 
And thy warm check, of roseate hne f 

E'en as the rose decay ; 
Yes — soon the wintry wind of death 

O'er thy fair form shall play. 
And like the blast that sweep* the heath* 

Shall bear thy charms away. . 

Ah, then direct thy happy flight 

To that congenial shore, 
Where Autumn's blasts can never blight 

Thy spotless beauty more ; 
Where He who robes himself in light. 

And stills the tempest's roar, 
Shall clothe thee in that beauty bright 
, That blooms when-Time*? no more. 



STANZAS 

WRITTEN AT THE GRAVE OF A 1FOUTHFUL HCiri. 

'Tis now the solemn noon of night ! 
A space foi rest to mortals given j 
Aud€yotbia throws ner silvery light 
Along the dark blue vault of heaven : \j 
The world fs hushed— the breese blows rfflsj? 
And soft the tears of evening fall / 

On this lone bed, where nature's child 
Reposes by the church-yard wall. 

Sweet child of song, with grief sincere. 
Full oft I seek thy monldering urn, 
And as 1 drop the big round tear 
1 pause, and sigh ; then back retnrn 
To euise that world's mock charity, 
Which, UviTig, heeded not thy moan,— 
But, jlead, would consecrate to thee 
An emblem of its heart— a stme4 



Digitized by VjOOQLC 



n 



72 THE LIFE OF 

Spirit of song, Adieu— adieu ! % . 

No more thy hwd the tarp shall weep; 

It lianas ftpon the withered yew. 

Round which the *ons of geai^s weep : 

And thongjh the world thy riropte strain 

With proHd contempt refused to bear, 

Yet 8baH tky lay admittance gam 

To thy Almighty Fitter's ear. 

From Hanover I set out on a book-ped* 
dling excursion, crossing the mountains, and 
proceeding as far as Albany ; Mr. Watson ac- 
companied me; about two thousand volumes 
of the Life of Miss Louisa Baker, " a marine, 
in disguise, on board the frigate Constitution, 
during the late war/' constituted a chief part 
of our load ;— bad fortune attended us both 
going and returning. On first setting forward 
at twenty miles distance from Hanover, our 
superannuated beast could drag the vehicle 
no farther, and Mr. W. was under the necessi- 
ty of leaving him, and purchasing another. 
Our new horse was of the Canadian, breed, 
about as large as a three bushels' basket, and 
V willing to do any thing, except travelling faster 

than on a moderate walk; whips, sticks and 
stakes he set at nought, nor did a ten feet rail 
have any other effect than merely cleaning the 
dust from his skin ; and it frequently occurred 
to me, that his hide must have been tanned be- 
fore it ever covered his adamantine carcase ! 
Be Jhat as it may — luckily for us, he seemed 
quite indifferent as to his food, devouring, 
without apparent inconvenience* almost any 
thing that came within his reach, and I always 
used the greatest precaution in examining the 
premises where he was to be fastened, lest a 
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grindstone, or some article of equal weight 
might disappear, and ourselves be suspected 
of the robbery f The sun arose and set five 
times, I believe, previous to our entrance into 
modern Trov, New- York. We sold but a few 
of our very interesting books in this place, for 
which ,we received private notes then in cir- 
culation, of every denomination under twelve 
and a half cents ; all of which were good with- 
in a mile of the banker's residence who had 
issued them ! We proceeded onward as far 
as Albany, famous for mud and oyster-shells j 
met with but little success, and in a few days 
set forth on our home-bound passage. Noth- 
ing of moment occurred on our journey, eicept 
the great risk of starving to death on the roa<L 
«r of descending a precipice when benighted 
on the mountains ; but from the latter danger 
we were pretty safe, as it requited a more thaa 
ordinary impulse to make our sure-footed nag 
even descend faster than he chose, which was 
never over a common walk, or at best, but a 
kind of three-legged dog-canter. 

From Hanover I departed for Boston, taking 
Keene in my way, where f tarried a few days, 
as also at Concord, Massachusetts. At thd 
latter place I published the following poems, 
viz. — "Fame, Wealth, Beauty and Religion," "Th» 
Poefo Grave? « The Printer's Hour of Peace,* 
44 On presenting a lady with a cake of Soap? w Tk* 
Penitent." 

Arriving at Boston, I could obtain no employ* 
Bient except of a casual nature, and pride per- 
mitted me more thjm once to sailer absolute 
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kungpr ! " Good enough for you? exclaims the 
leader ; and " Good enough for me" do I . most 
heartily respond ; and if I again Buffer, in the 
tame manner, from aMike cause, may relief 
come in the shape of a clean-picked shoulder* 
bone of a consumptive dromedary ! During 
the winter I wrote several articles for a week- 
ly publication, the title of which I do not re* 
collect, among which were the following, riz. 
*-« Spring," " The Flower of the Rock," » Stan- 
zas written in a lady's Bible, , " Stanzas on illiberal 
remarks on Women," " Charity" "Time? « To a 
doubtful friend," &c. # 

Toe following sonnett appeared in the «C#- 
hmbian Centtnel" edited by Benjamin Russell, 
Esq. whose judgment was wont to decide all 
doubts of either apolitical or poetical charac- 
ter. 

v, - ; 

SUNRISE AT SKA. * 

I nw thee rise, bright orb of Heaven I 
I taw thee rise from oeeao'i breast ; 
The right was fair— for calm as even 
The wearied waves had wink to rest* 

» * 

Befnlgent orh, I taw thee climb, 
With lustre pure, (he dark-wove clouds, 
Till thou hadst reached that height sublime 
Where Peit? himself enshrouds ! 

And thus, I thought, the christian's soul 
Should heaven-ward rise, fair Sun, like thee ; 
Till 41 should reach its blissful goat* 
Secure above life's troubled sea : 
Oh, then in vain the waves might roll 
To hide its native majesty ! 

* See a volume pf uiv miscellaneous poems, published in Phila- 
delphia, 1818, bv J, B. Cunningham. 

t Also a poem on Time, as mentioned in the book of Revela- 
tion. 
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That this sonnet should find a conspicuous 
place in the " Columhian£entin$l" afforded me 
much gratification ; it was taking at leaSt two 
steps up the st§ep of fame at once ; which, 
considering the length of my legs, was per- 
forming a great exploit indeed. I also Con- 
tributed occasionally to the columns of the 
" New-England Palladium" edited by Messrs. 
Young and Mu*ns ; the latter a perfect gentle- 
man, (I am not acquainted with the former 
partner) and highly respected by all who are 
intimate with his character. The following 
poem, written in a small public house, near the 
fish market, in Boston, under the aggravations 
of hunger and fags, was the first of my produc- 
tions which appeared in the last mentioned 
newspaper, under the soft signature of " Ai> 
Bert," and which, some time afterwards, losing 
its signature, was attributed to the genius of 
Thomas Moore, Esq. a son of the "Emerald 
Isle of theioeean." I thought this a yery ctf- 
rious method of encouraging native minstrels. 

OH* TELL ME NOT THAT WINE WILL SOOTH, &c 

Oh, tell me not that wine will sooth 

The heart depressed with wo ; 
Ob, tell roe not (bat wine will smooth 

Grim penury's haggard brow ; 
For though its wave beam pore and bright 

As ereniog's dewy tear, 
It cannot gild misfortnne'a night, 

Or calm the sinner's fear. 

Oh, tell me not that beauty's %mi1e* 

That sun of cloudless morn, 
Can black despair of wo beguile, 

Or Wont affliction's thorn s 
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Fortboo^i awhile It* beams mtjphf 

Where health mod pleasure bloom, 
Disease wilt shroud its pleasing nj~- 

It shines warm the tomb. 

Ob, tett me not tbat fame ©an give 

The cankered conscience peace ; 
Oh, tell me oot that fame will live 

When hope and life shall cease ; 
For though it points where honor bleeds* 

And bids the bosom burnt. 
Yet, as the lightning swift, recedes 
- When time hath grasped his urn. 

But tell me that Religion's raj 

Can light the soul to heaven ; 
Ob* tell me this can point the way 

To him on quicksands driren, 
And I'll believe :— For well I know 

That this alone can save ; 
That tbis can chase the clouds of wo, 

And gild the peasant's grave. 

Daring one or Iwo months of the summer 
season, I kept 6oul and body in partnership 
on twenty-five cents per day ; this, to be sure, 
was living "dog cheap" on " cat men**"— but, al- 
ways having a pretty good appetite, the food 
generally kept down, although sometimes man- 
ifesting a degree of impatience to come up 
again ; and the better to prevent open mutiny 
I frequently ordered a certain Aquae Vitae to 
Stand sentinel at the portal of the premises, 
and be ready at a moment's warning, to rush 
in and quiet the disturbers. 

During this period of vexations, the poem 
following, on the loss of the United States* 
sloop of war, the Wasp, built on Merimack 
river, Capt. Blakely, commander, was com- 

Sosed and published in a literary paper, con- 
ucted by Messrs. Tileston and Parmsjnter, 
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of Boston. I wrote under the supposition thai 
the Wasp had been sunk at sea, at night, in an 
engagement with an English national ship of 
much superior force; .which supposition was 
founded on the fact of a British frigate arriv- 
ing at Halifax in a disabled condition, and re* 
porting to have had an engagement with an 
American frigate? in a latitude where the 
Wasp was known to be cruising at the time ; 

LOSS O? THE U S. SHIP WASP. 
'Tis night !— Columbia's foe Is nigb, 

A ad loud Columbia's thunders roar ; 
'Tis night !— The war torctrflametb high, . 
And ocean's sounding surges pour * 
But ere the light 
Ol morning bright 
Shall bid the sea-bird soar, 
That blood r fight 
Shall close in night : 
Those foemen meet no mora. 

V 

*Tis night !— Pale Cynthia's siWer beams 
Are glittering on the murmuring ware ; 
'Tis night !— The sea-mew's piercing screams 
No longer wake the slumbering brave; 

For, oh, they sleep 

In caverns deep, * 

Where whirlwinds cease to rare» 

Where fairies weep, 

And vigils keep 
Around their hallowed grave. 

'Tis morn ! — Columbia's sighs proclaim . 

That she hath beard the tale of wo j 
'Tis mom! — But, ah! her wreaths of tame 
Will never twine her Blakeley's brow ; 
Yet q'er bis urn 
Shall heroes mourn, 
And as their tear-drops flow, 
' Their hearts shall burn, 

And proudly spurn 
The triumph of tV« foe. 
* There was no American frigate cruising in tack btUg& 
trkcatkfc engagement was said to have token place. ^ 

7* 
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. The following poem9 were first laid before 
the public througn the mediun* of the "Boston 
Patriot? viz.—" The Escape" " Compassion? 
"Eetwge," « Hope," and « Mdmcholy? 

MELANCHOLY, 

Hfre dwells by a stream w|prc thx cypress and willow 
/ , Are gemmed with the tears that fall from her eye ; 
The earth is her bed* the flint-stoue her piilow— 
Midnight her mantle, her cnrtafa the sky. . 

Her cell is a cave, jrbere the bright beam .of morning 
Ne'er pierced the chill gloom of its wildering mace; 

Where the sunshine of jo>, youth's visage adorning, 
Ne'er warmed with its fire, or cheered with its rays* , 

The moon is her lamp, when the mist- mantled monntaia 
At midnight she clambers, and walks on its steep i 

Or leans on the rock of a cbrystaline fountain, 
And sighs to the esepbyr that dimples the deep. 

Her tresses are dark as the wing of the raven. 
Her robe is all wet, and her bosom is bare ; 

Like a ba/qtte an the waves 'mid the whirlwinds of heaves^ 
fine wanders distracted, or sinks in despair. 

REVENGE. 

ta life's purple current bis hands are imbrued, 
A nd his eye-balls flash fierce w ith the I ightnings of rage j - 
Vf ith the tears of the guiltless his feet are bedewed, 
And his dagger it red with the blood of old age. 

The place of his soul is the wild demon's dwelling — 
©a his dark sullen brow 'thrones the spectre of Cam ; 
And the grim fiends of hell, terrificly yelling, 
fjige bis soul ou to murder, and fren&y his brain. ' 

His blood-sprinkled band grasps a lock of the hoary, % 
While furies are sounding the fame of their chief ; 
His face is concealed 'nealh his mantle so gory, 
But^his heait knows no pity, it melts not at grief* 

At midnight's lone hour, e'en {be stoutest hearts frightenings 
He climbs the tall mountain, or ploughs the deep floed* 
And, wild as the whirlwind, as swift as the lightning* « 
Peals death to bis victim, and bathes in bis blood. 
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About these days, (in Almanac diction) I 
issued proposals for the publication of a work, » • 
entitled "The Printer, -and other Poems" which *■ 
is inserted below, verbatim et literatim. — With * 
this beautiful and finished poetical production, * 
the " Printer" certain critics, forming a " Cra- * t 
KiuM Club," in the State of Connecticut, had " \-» 
the audacity to quarrel, and pronounce devoid ^* 
of all merit whatever! This denouncement 
had like to have proved a death-blow to my 
muse, and every string of my yankee harp 
came near snapping asunder i My flesh de- v 
cayed — " rottenness entered my bones," and 
I walked the streets like a moving mummy ! I 
had no more pride left than a peacock robbed \ ■ 4 
•f hiVfealhers, and compelled to look forever 
at the deformity of his own rascally toes !— 
However, by slow degrees I eventually reco- 
vered; consoling myself with the knowledge 
that the poem was composed extemporaneously 
in a garret, with a fo//*^"always walking under 
the windows of my habitation, ready to seize 
*ie the moment I popped my nose out at the 
door : and this in truth took place, notwith- 
standing all my precautions in only venturing 
into the street early in the morning, and late 
in- the eveniug. Constable Reed (that far- 
famed iand-sea-serpent) espied me at last, and 
conducted me to the "Asylum of oppressed hu- 
manity," in Court-street, there to remain, un- 
til the enormous debt of five dollars, an<T bill 
ef costs should be discharged ! A sum suffi- 
cient was generously loaned me by Bal- 
lad, Esq. editor of the "Boston Patriot" which 
favt>m I shall ever remember with gratitude. 
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EXTRACT FROM THE PREFACE TO THE " PRINTER.* 

44 However strange or doubtful it may ap- 
pear, the author has not the least knowledge 
of English grammar ; and this confession, al- 
though candid and true, may give rise to the 
following query : — " Why then has the author, 
trusting to his own limited knowledge, or 
urged forward by vanity, publicly thrown hie 
productions before the nery ordeal of criticism! 
without first submitting them to some learned 
friend for correction ?" This is the reply :— 
The author was too obscure, although not al- 
together unknown, to find a friend, who, with- 
out a suitable compensation, would have been 
willing to undertake so undesirable a task,; 
and, being too much impoverished to make the 
remuneration required, he has been induced, 
and, in verity, necessitated, to act as he baft 
done." 

There is not much truth "distributed** through 
the "pages" of the " Printer? and there is stiM 
less poetry than truth ; it hardly admits of any 
"justification" whatever, and some parts of it 
might be construed into 44 slurs" upon the re^ 
spectability of the craft generally, were it not 
well known that the poet has never been an 
enemy to those of his pwn profession ; there- 
fore, as the heart has always been right, let 
the errors of the " head" be forgotten. . 
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V 



First to my song must stand the rustic youth, '* 

Whose feet ne'er wandei'd from the path of truth ; » 

Simple in manners, simpler still in heart, p. 

He now begins to learn the "heav'n taught art /" 

Full slow his timid fingers kiss the types, 

While from his brow Vexation's dew he wipes; 

And oil in vain the mazy ease explores, 

Till faint with toil his fate as oil deplores ; 

Thinks of the lowly cot in glen obscure. 

Its joys uocafekei'd, and its pleasures pure, i 

That late he left in search, perchance of wealth, I 

Too young to know the worth of peace and health ; 

Too laU t alas I he finds his sad mistake, 

The indenture's sign'd-~ his chain be dares not break* 

But hope, (that checretb roost him most depresa'd) 
points onward still to future years of resl ; * 

While busy fancy weaves her cobweb veil ' 

To shroud the ills that must bis life assail ; 
Paints pleasing pictures of approaching peace, 

When the lew years of servitude shall cease ; ^ 

Proclaims in whispers soft the happy late 
That doth the accomplished editor await ; 
And he believes — nor knows 'tis but a dream, 
Brief as the dew before the noon -day beam. 

Thus urged by hope, by faithless fancy led, 
Resolves still in the rugged path to tread, 
Till years of diligence shall gild his name, 
And grace bis temples with the wreaths of fume. 

Few are bis pleasures, and bis labours low ; 
Coodemu'd alike to brave the wintry snow, 
Or when the scorching beams of summer beat, 
To roam unsheltei'd from, the noon-tide heat ; 
And though one day, at least, in ev'ry year, 
Be styles his patrons gen'rous, kind and dear, 
Yet they— such is the Printer-Devil's fete— 
Csn seldom pardon news deliver'd late ! 

What time his morning cares and duties o'er, 
His busy hand the boxes all explore ; * 
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Uun* to U$ stick with speed tt» type. to phe- 
Or to* r « uni then, to thTproper cSse j ^^ 
Str,»et well to justify «,„!, iflL^cM line, 

^.n e .1^ k i Up, . and cord around entwine j 
I hen on the stooe impose, correct and njee. 

B^«nT h l °r Ckd U P.' he so,idma " "*>"»«• 
W i u^/ ;^ " 1t ' ,0I, 6' , ,0 «*e« »P complete, 
™ ,l, to r *K* «»*« aod tuutble at his feet ; 
Ah. then what ghastly rueful looks appear,— 
M hat curses then are thunderM m his ear ! 
Well might oM Faustm cry in stern despair. 
O. irhata cwuHifaaing through was there !'» 

Wo pillow oil whereon to ay bis head ; 
Braws o'er his weary limbs the .totter'd rug. 
Or wraps hunsellin stolen bed quilt sou*; 
But to ! em yet the ruddy inorii i advance? 

O then what would be not with pleasure lose. 
To g llu one hour of short, but sweet repose? 

But oftheyohtb.ltake my leare, tosoau 
The num'rons ilb attendant od the Im™ 



THE JOURNEYMAN. 



Thejoylew years Q f servitude now past, 
He sbiueg a dasbiug journeyman at last ;— 
Becomes . bucfc.-drinfcrbraody with a gmce, 
Till I Bacchus' roses bloom upon his lace? 
Scribbles.-taft, politics, and spouts with ease. 
Nor heeds if this offend, or thatmay please^ 
J; pi'ff'd.-caress'd. invited 0|| , to 5,W > 
unnks toasts,— sings songs, and quaff* his cup of wine • 

t *£ST-~ rit( * Veraes ' aod - VTha pi , Ju S; • 

In short, becomes "a domiright cUvtrJtvLv ' 

He is not rich," some busy ell will say, 
How does he w tUe. or bis reck'oing pay ? 

Does be so long avoid tbe bailiff's arm ?'• 
n. ♦•?' ,boa r who **t ««» W»e question ask, 
(II thou in fortune's cheering sunbeams bask) 
Oo seek his drear abode when all is still, 
TW £* - toarse "*«**»•» aod tbe wbippoorwttl ; 
There pause awhile, and mark his languid eye ; 
Behod his cheek-then ask the reawn why 

h!I ml • e * 0B * <" w,et tt <»«» % heart. 
His lileisooe oueluingingKseim of wo 
And compacted IHs, ttatofto'eithror 
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; , 
His firm resolves and fortitude of soul, 

Tilt in despair be clasps the pois'uous bowl, 4 

And sip* ofits intoxicating wave 
Tilt shatne is lout, and friendship cannot- nan*. 

Bnt some there are with feelings less refin'd, 
Tet ar'm'd with greater fortitude of iniod. 
Who, HkeoNE gallant barque amid a flekt, 

(Oi' timbers strong, and workmanship complete,) "*""-. 

Outride the storm, aod brave tile's rugged coast* 
When all arouud except themselves are lost. * 

Thou silver moon, in vain thy beams invite 
Hi* languid limbs to cool, sequesterM height ; 

In vain thy soothing, peace-imparting poiv'r » 

His weary soul invites to lonely bow'r : 

Alas ! what time thy beams the deep illume, V 

Or hall conceal'd, half gifd the mould* ring tomb. 
Then is be doom'd his health and strength to waste. 

To please— ah ! what to pleas**?— the public taste ; 

And what's the bright reward of all his toil ? 

To starve beneath the sunshine of its smile. 
And is there none to mourn the printer's doom ; 

No friendly hand to grasp him from the tomb ? 

Shall wealth or pride his spirit doom to bow. 

And kiss the hand that fain would lay him low ? 

ShaH he who floats secure down pleasure's stream. 

Around whose head the gems of splendor beam,-* * 

Whose life is one continued scene ot bliss, * 

Dare boast a soul in aught more pure than bis 2 \ 

Lives there a wretch so dead, so lost to shame. 

Who seeks to blast the printer's humble fame ? x ' 

If such there are, O let oblivion's tide 

At once their memory and their folly hide. 

THE EDITOR. 

An Eoiroft ! bat how shall I portray 
What 1 have never been ?— Ah, shall I say 
That he is happy ; tree from cat king care. 
Without an ill, and never in despair? 

No ; — this would be a x falsehood mean and base,— * 

, A simple lie, and told without a grace ;— 
Or rather shall I, like some hapless elf. 
Venture at once to draw a picture of myself, 
And say, **7i* hit ;"— Aye, this must be my platt— 
The ovtmardform hurts not tht inward man. 

Then ceme, my muse, thy race is almost run* 
Describe the Bailiff and thy task is done ; 
Portray the fiend, who in bis talons strong, 
So oft hath grasp'd thee, and despoU'd thy fittog ; 
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Nor thee alone* for few there are pan say, 
(Who love toe lyre, J they never own'd bis sway ;«-* 
A Us ! he wanders wide through earth's domain, 
Except when shackled with agoldtn chnin; 
fc In vain Apollo boasts his power to charm — 

Whe« haU) he paralyz'4 a Bailiff's arm ? . 

Or when did Orpheus hy his tuneflii art 
Ere melt to grief a catchpole's frozen heart ? 
******* 

Know'st tl>ou that form ? know'st thou that hateful face ? 

He smiles; — l>ot not a messenger of grace ! 

Bt hold, how kind hi« words, his looks how mild r 

Say, is be not good-nature's sweetest child ? . 

But stay,— he comes ! his hand is rais'd in air ; 

How soon he's changed ! a wrinkled fiend of care # 

A grinning ape— a grim and ghastly elf, 

Emblem of nothing but his frightful self. 

With what malicious Joy he now assumes- 

A visage like the daemon of the tombs ! 

With what a savage smile he sternly cries* 

I am the Bailiff ! pray, sir, ope your eyes ; 

My hand yon cannot longer now dec Hue, 

For thus I gra«p thee — thus I make thee mine I 

Awakes bis victim now in stern surprise. 
And thus, with trembling voice, to all he cries : 

•• Here, Joseph, Isaac, Peter, John or Will, 
•• Go, run to old 'Squire Put off with bis bill, 
«* And tell him straight— let no excuse avail— 
•• It must be paid, or I must go to jail : 
" Moreover, tell him if he* 11 pay it now, 
•• I will deduct some three per cent or so. ,r 

Returns the boy, with sad, foreboding grin, 
For old 'Squre P. alas ! was not within ; 
Nor could he tell what time he might return k — • ' 

That he teas gone, was all he well cold (earn. 

TV impatient Bailifi urges bard his suit* 
For now bis hapless victim's tongue is mote } 
But by repeated threats from Bailiff's throat, 
•« Good John," again he cries •• pray take this utile* 
•• And run to Captain Call- again ,•— you know 
•• He lives at number thirteen, Debtors-ran ; 
•• And, John, just whisper softly in bis ear, 
" That lis but small, and has been due a year, 
" And will be sued— no, stay — that will not de* 
" For I should lose the debt, and charges too I 
•* However, go, my lad, and try your best, 
•• I'll trust to chance and fortune for the rest. 1 ' 

O wretched man, the fates are still Aktnd | 
Thy debtor ne'er again the lad shall find j 
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For 16, bis spirit's fed to tbat dark store 
Where human voice snail never reach bhn more t 
He's dead !— Ah, now I read thy downcast eye ; 
It atom* to weep, and yet it still is dry : 
Bat bark! whence conies tbat ehiH prophetic sferiei 9 
It is thy wife ! sbe would, but caoaot sneak* 
Behold toy babe ! uncouscious of thy doom. 
It smiles ;— so doth the maoiae oa the tomb. 
Where late ensbrin'd the mould'ring relicks rest 
Whim who died that sbe aright still be West 

Unhappy man, go take a long farewell ; 
Tby wealth is gone ;— no more the muse may teH» 



Forgive ye EdUeVs, forgive the lay ; 
The picture's true— and truth oogbt bare its sway. 
•Tis dark I own ; bat like the di'mood bright. 
Virtui shines purest in misfortune's night i 
Slander, oppression, malice, envy, woe. 
Though black themselves, a light around ft threw f* 
And while their own dark forms they tins expose^ 
Virtue, in ail its majesty, disclose* 



- r 
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From the sale of this volume I received &» 
bout Welve dollars, with six of which I trav- 
elled to Newport, Rhode-Island. Here my 
rockets became entirely empty ; nevertheless, 
tarried at the best hotel! in the place, bpt 
ate nothing, as it was totally out of my power 
to pay for even a single meal ; at length, the 
landlord, whose name was Townsend, called 
me aside, and asked me the reason of my not 
eating; I candidly explained the cause, when 
he handed me some brandy , and water, and 
told, me I was welcome to his table as long as 
i remained in the place. I wrote to the Epis- 
copalian minister of Newport, stating that my 
father had been the pastor of a congregational 
society in Brunswick, Maine ; that 1 was in 
distress, and wished his assistance in procur- 
ing me a passage to New- York, where I should 
be able to obtain business, and support myself 
by my industry i — this excellent man readily 
granted my request, and in a few days I arrived 
at the great commercial emporium of America. 
Twenty cents was the whole amount of mo- 
ney in my possession, when I left the packet 
$t the wharf; and, being unacquainted with 
any one in the city, I felt rather " squally," as 
the sailors say ; however, by dint of persever- 
ing inquiry, I found the residence of a gentle- 
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man froda Boston* who had left me at Newport, 
and who now voluntarily become responsible 
for my board, until I could procure employ- 
ment. .While out of business, I once or twice 
took an active part in certain mountebank 
exhibitions, in New-York and in Brooklyn; 
but of this kind of life I soon grew disgust- 
ed, and very fortunately obtained a situation 
in the printing office of Mr. James Oram. Mr. 
Cat this time edited and printed a weekly 
literary work, for which I sometimes wrote, 
under the signature of " Albert," &c. Mr, 
O.was very friendly, and his praise encouraged 
me greatly, for he was an aged, an honest, a 
charitable, and a good natured man ; he could 
forgive the follies of youth, and I had many 
ioilies to be forgiven. The following are a- 
mong the productions of my muse while em- 
' ployed ay a journeyman printer in the city of 
New- York : — they may be found in my volume 
of miscellaneous poems, published in Philad- 
elphia, 1818, 

Christinas Hymn, Mortality, To a Lady* L& 
me Drink, Love, Death of Justice, On releasing a 
Bee, Solomon and Queen Sheba, To Ella, Evening, 
On leaving a beautiful Village, Dogs of St. Ber- 
nard, Reply to Ella, Virtue, Pathetic Stanzas, The 
word Farewell, Warrior's Burial, Christian's Bu- 
rial, Poets Prayer, Daring Enterprise, To Ella, 
Request to write on miseries attendant on men of 
Genius, An empty Goblet, Intemperance, Lover's 
Prayer ) Pleasure, To my Friends, Despair. 
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LOVER'S PRAYER.* 

Dear lit!!© Cupid—god of love I 
II signs or tears thy pity move ; 
It lover'* prayers— if lover's vows. 
From hearts as pure as Zembla's snows, 
May rise to greet thy godship*s ear, 
Deigo thou my bumble prayer to hear. ' 

Give her, to whom my (ate I bind, 
A humble, pure and heavenly mind, 
Adoro her form with every grace- 
Let modest blushes tinge her face, 
And ou her forehead, smooth and fair, 
Be worth and genius written there ; 
Endow her with those matchless charms 
Adonis found in Venus* arms ; 
Oh, give her lips like roses red- 
Let auburn ringlets deck her head, 
And let her eyn, of azure hue. 
Be mildly bright aud piercing too ; 
Give, give her ail that I have sung. 
But, pr'ytbee, do not add z—tongw. 

The following moral song was written in the 

f arret of a dweHing-house in Spring-street, 
lew-York, on a Sunday afternoon, some years 
ago, and first appeared in the " Ladies Mu- 
seum" edited by Mr, Oram : 

SONG. 

Lore, the leaves are falling round thee ; 

All the forest trees are bare ; 
Winter's snows will soon surround thee, 
Soon will frost thy raveo hair : 
Then say, with me, 
Love, wilt thou flee. 
Nor wait to bear sad autumn's prayer i 
For winter rude 
Will soon intrude, 
Nor aught of summer's blushing beauties spare. 

* Set to music, by HciHDaiCK. 
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Love, the rose lies withering bj thee, 

And the iily blooms no more ; 
Nature's charms will quickly fly thee— 
Chilling rain* around thee pour : 

On, then frith me. 

Love, wilt thou flee, 
Ere whirling tempests round thee roar, 

And winter dread 

Shall frost thy head. 
And all thy ra?eu ringlets silver o'er ? 

Love, the moon is shining for thee, 

AU the lamps of heaven are bright; 
Holy spirit* glide before thee. 
Urging on thy tardy flight ; 
Then say, with me, 
Love, wilt thou flee, 
Nor wait the sun's returning light 9 
Time's finger ryde 
Will soon intrude,— 
. Relentless, all tby blushing. beauties blight « 

Love, the flowers no longer greet thee, 

Alitheir forely hues have fled ! 
No more the violet springs to meet thee. 
Lifting slow its modest bead : 
Then say, with me, 
Love wilt thou flee, 
And leave this darkling desert dread, 
1 And seek a clime 
Of joys sublime, 
Where fadeless flowers a lasting fragrance shed 9 

The following stanzas also were written for 
the "Ladies' Museum," and may be found )jk 
that paper— 1 81 7—18 : 

PATHETIC, 
Why, stranger, why that look of wo. 

And whence thai deep-drawn sigh f 
Why should the flood of sorrow flow 

To dim thine aged eye 9 ^ 

Say, dost thou mourn some faithful fries jL 

Of life too soon bereft ? 
Or dost thou 'neatb misfortune bend, 

Without one comfort left f * 
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Does poverty, that demon dread. 
Thy brightest prospects blast f 
' Have ail tby earthlv pleasures fled— 

Thy joys forever past ? 

•* Alas !*'— ahe stranger weeping cried. * 

♦* ! mourn no kindred dear, 
•* For eone of mine have lately died; 

M 'Tis shocking healthy here ! 

• But, list, aod I'll the truth impart— 

•• 'Tis this that clouds my lite : 
*• A Qtiacfc— confound the vi Data's art-* 

" Has three times cured my wirs V* 

COURAGE AND FORTITUDE. 
The following poem is commemorative of 
(fee escape of Midshipman King, of the Unite! 
State** Navy, from the guard-ship Ruby, it 
Bermuda, who during a dark and tempestuous 
night, seized an open boat, belonging to the 
•hip, and in her embarked for his native com- 
trj ; where, by the protecting hand of Provi- 
dence, alter suffering the most severe and dis- 
tressing hardships, he arrived in safety, on the 
2d of August, 1813. 

No moon that eight, with sit? ery light, 

In heaven's blue vault was seen'; 
No guiding star, with radiance bright* 

Pierced the dark clouds between ; 
But all was cheerless— dark — and lone, 

As it had been such fearful boor, 
That nature, trembling on her throne* 

Sought refuge from Jehovah's power. 

'Twaa such a momant— dread as this* 
When blest Columbia's daring sod. 

Upon the stormy, dark abyss, 
All friendless, fearless, aod alone* 

Burst from oppression's galling chain* 

~ (Oh. never may it bind him more) 

And dauntless braved the raging main* 
Jo hail again Colombia's shore* 
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Beloved King, the minstrel's eye can view 

Thy little skhT on ocean tost ; 
And, at it trembling mounts the billows blue, 

Or, slaking, we mi forever lost ; 
Dost mark thee fearless at the helm, 
Though oft the towering waves o'er whelm. 
And in a moment threaten to destroy 
Thy dearest dream* of liberty and joy. 

Yes, he can view tbj steady eye, 
Firm-fixed on heaven— on beaveo alone 

Tby seuFs best, lasting hopes were placed, 
And though thy prayers to friendship's ear were losfc 

Yea, frein thine own weak memory erased, 
Still. did they rise before His tkrooe. 

Who ever ftUtens to the sufferer's cry, 

Nor heedless views his humblest creatures die* 

'Twas Ha, undaunted traveller of the wave. 
Who stretched, unseen, bis mighty arm to save, 
-And taught thee skill thy tottering barque to guide 
Safe o'er that waste* where all but thou beside* 
Had rather groaned, iu slavery's fetters bound, 
Thau risked the dangers that beset it round. 

First then, to heaven thy earliest thanks be paid ; 
And next tby country claims thy needful aid ; 
For, generous King, Columbia views iu thee 
Another guardian oi her liberty ; 
Another chief— another ocean gem, 
Some future day to deck her diadem ; 
And for whose brow as fair a wreath shall bloom 
As Freedom twiued on gallaut P&kbuc's tomb. 

STANZAS 

Occasioned iy a request to write upon the JUUerih 
attendant on Mm of Genius. 

Ob, sip tbou not of yonder fount 

That now so calmly flows, 
Nor rashly climb Parnassus' mount 

To grasp yon tempting rose ; 
- For 'neatb that fount doth knvy hiss, 

. And malich foul intrude — 
And round its sparkling wave of bliss 

There lurks a monster rude, * • 

Who fain would stab thee with a kis% 

And call it gjutitudb.. 
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Ob t touch Dot yonder Mushing wreath, 
- Of flower* Klysian wove, ' 
Although their fra-gnuit sweet* they breathe 

Through Eden's happiest grove ; 
Ala* ! beneath those flowerets fair, 

Full many a thoru is seen, 

A«ld HATB, DEJECTION, Wild DKSFAlB, 

And want, ot haggard me in ; 
Wiiile penury, and oat king care, 
For ever iutervene. 

Ob, seek not genius' lonely cell, 

Nor view bis couch of pain ; 
For oh, that conch such truths might toll 

Toon wooldst out bear again ; 
That languid eye a tongue could fiud, 

buch truths before thee set, 
That, once impressed upon toy mind, 

Vtaoa never sbooldst forget, 
Till, in death's icy aims reclined, 

Tby grave the night dews wet. 

And dost thou ask, what trains are these. 
What tales of dreadful note ? 

What pangs the soul of genius seise, 
And burst tjie life**treara out ? 

Go, stranger, go— whate'er tbv name, 
* Or fortune's friend, or slave, 

Go, tear from thence yon wreath of fame 
That blooms on genius' grave. 

Go, and the blooming chaplet tear— 
A ready answer's written there. 



For composing the above poem I received 
a very handsome present, consisting of various 
articles of clothing, of which I was in great 
need, and ten dollars in money, from a gentle- 
man who is now a bookseller in New-York ; I 
withhold his name from fear of offending his 
delicacy, but his kindness will always be re* 
pembered with gratitude. 
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LOVE. 

# 

You ask where It dwell*. 

And where its abode ; 
What bosom it swells, 
What valleys or dells 

It lately hath trod. 

Believe me, dear maid. 

Thou' It seek it in vaio ; 
•Tis flown from the glade, 
It warms not the shade. 

Nor cheers it the plain 

The bosom of youth 

Its pillow is pot ; 
For noogbt but untruth ' 
Are the warm vows of youth— 

Soon made, aud forgot. 

Love hath but one borne. 

Save one that's above ; 
Then why, maiden* roam ? 
I'll shew thee Us home 

In the nest of the dots. 

♦ 

Having always entertained a high opinion 
of Philadelphia, I took my departure by way 
of South Amboy, for that delightful city. I 
was two days and an half on my journey, the 
packet, so called, having run aground at Go- 
vernor's Island, where we were detained for 
three or -torn hours, and also being necessita- 
ted to wait some time longer at Amboy to 
have a crazy old stage-coach repaired, which 
had broken »down the same day of our arrival ; 
however, by dint of goocl luck, and sundry 
glasses of aqua-vitae presented to the driver, 
we managed to get to Camden, N. J. on the 
third day after leaving New-York. My ex- 
penses were seven dollars and an half, besides 
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twenty -five cents to a Jersey ferryman for ta- 
king me to the other side of the Delaware — 
that is, the &ide on which Philadelphia happens 
to be situated. If this line of stages, &c. is 
conducted in the same manner as it was then, 
the passengers, ins tead, of paying, ought to re- 
ceive a handsome remuneration ior condescen- 
ding to travel by it. But I believe things .on 
this route are now managed much better. 

I knew not any persons in Philadelphia, ex- 
cept the family of Mr. Jacob Perkins, the artist, 
now in England, and with them I was not very 
intimately acquainted. I could not obtain 
work for some time, until by the influence of a 
sonofJMr. P. a situation was procured for me 
in the printing office of the " True American? 
published by Messrs.CuMMWGs & Smith, where 
I received a tolerable compensation for very 
hard work. The first piece of poetry that ever 
appeared with the signature of " boston baiw>," 
was published in the "Democratic Press? on the 
subject of rewarding our revolutionary sol- 
dieis; this is the only article of poetry I ever 
wrote for the above newspaper. 

On reading the motion for* bestouring pensions on 
our revolutionary Soldiers^ &c* 



•* How sleep (be brare who sink to rest 
•' By all their country's ndsfus blest !" 

How blest are you— yfc honored braye, 
\\ ho bared your breasts in bleody fray, 

Your graltful country's right's to sare, 
A od crush ambition's haughty sway. 
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How happy ye f how nobly blest, 
, Ye hoary chiefs, ye a&ed few, 

Who ha«l*uing to your long, Utl rest J 
Behold the golden age in view ! 

Bait ! glorious age of noble deeds ; 

Hail ! mighty champions of the poor ! 
The veteran's breast no longer bleeds,-— 

Those tell-tale scars shall plead no more. 

Who would not Reek the bloody field* 

4nd tearless meet the stoutest foe, 
When wmndt, so early, richly yield 

A golden flow'r lor every blow ? 

Who would not wear a soldier's plume. 
And dauntless view the battle cloud. 
For cash {in time) to buy a tomb, 

And fringe to grace a soldier's shroud ! 
January 17, 1818. 

Several of thy productions were published 
in the columns of the " Amencan? viz— Blue-, 
eyed Maid of Erin, To EUen y Song for Washing* 
ton's Birth Day, To a Coquette^ Beauty, Epitaph 
on Kosciusko, Stanzas on seeing a lonely Pine grow- 
ing on a high hill on the sea~$horc 9 Grave of the 

Duellist, Cottage Maid, Reply to T , Reply f* 

Z— , To Jllcandor* Marriage of the 8oul 9 Frag* 
mmt, Vision I. and It* and Che fotlowiog 



ON RIADIN6 THB ©mCUL AOC0U3T 01* THB IXECUTieU OP 

GENERAL XAVIER MltfA. 

Cnrse on thee, Spain !— thou fairest foulest spot of earth ; 

Thou sink of sin, with roses crowned ; 
Thou illegitimate— tbou hasty birth. 

From putrefaction's teeming mound ! 
Thou whiteued sepulchre, within whose shell 



These pieces are all repnbfished in the rolime of my mSaeel- 
; mneeus poems, printed in Philadelphia, 1816. 
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Pollution finds a ready home— * 
Who«e breath is deadly as the Upas' M*ell, 
- Whose bosom b tbc patriwt's tomb— 
O, treacherous sfain, bow dreadful is thy doom. 

So»om, to thee compared, would stand as pore 
As b the snow in heaven's chaste store* ; 

Yet, e'en Gomorrah*— that ungodly sewer- 
Is cleaner than thy blood-stained shores ; 

Heaven veils itself above the darkling clouds* 
And blushes o'er thy million crimes ; 

The sun, his face io three-fold darkness shrouds, 
TiH be hath passed thy purple shrines, _ " 

Where Freedom's brow the thorn-wove garjaod twwes. 

And thon, detested Ferdinand ! thou blind. 

Malicious foe of Liberty ; 
Thou curse of Freedom— hated of mankind. 

And scorned by all the brave and free ;— 
Soon, tvrant, may thy cruel bosom feel 

The "thousand tortures those have borne 
Whom thou hast stretched upon the murderous wfceeT, 

And whom with raging tortures torn, 
To thy dark soul have lasting vengeance sworn. 

Soon may the spirit of that chieftain brave 

Who late hath bled in freedom's cause; 
Whose valonr might a nation's bonoorsave— 

Protect its sacred rights and law* ; 
Soon may his gallant spirit rouse from sleep 

A boW, determined, veteran band, 
Who, on the altars of their faith, shall swear 

To free their hapless native land, 
Or blot the stain of slavery with tbeblood ofFerdman* 



REPLY TO " T- „" 

Peace to thy bosom, ceo of song ! 
Sweet minstrel of a cloudless day ; 
To thee Apollo's wreaths belong*- . 
To thee the muses reverence pay : 
Bright was the star that o'er thy birth 
Presided with prophetic ray- 
That told a wretched world thy woifJw- 
And cheered it with thy pensive lay. 
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BarJ. of a li?iog lyre ! I claim 
No flower of all that bloom so fair 
Co steep Pa> nassos* brow of fame, 
To deck the bardi who wander there | 
I only ask that friendly lips. 
In future day may breathe my name— 
And he, who of Pieria Rips, 
May read, and sign— but never blame 

'Tis true, alas ! life's early dawn 
Was darkened by the clouds of care, 
And e'er I hailed youth's ruddy mora. 
My sun of hope set in despair ; 
•Tis true, indeed, that I have met 
« The storms of life with bosom bare ; 

And lored a heart that could forget 
What solemn tows of friendship were* 

Yet thou hast bid me change the strain, 
The strain of wo. to misery dear — 
' And say est sweet hope, and peace, again - 
Shall bless ray bosom, lone and drear : 
Thou tellest of heaven — aud this is well ; 
For oh. f hail that-moment, near. 
When, death shall calm my bosom's swell. 
And meek-eyed Pity, bending o'er my bier, 
Shall blot her poet's errors with a tear. 

My fame as a poet, now rose most outrage* 
oush/i and I might have obtained three dollars 
per yard for all the rhymes I could make, pro- 
vided they were published in that superb and 
classical literary 8vo. periodical* the "Armkc* 
tic Magazine"; but as I had never habituate! 
myselfto write by the foot or yarrf, I declined 
offering my productions to the editor, with 
whom I had no acquaintance, thinking to turn 
my poems to better advantage in a much less 
troublesome manner. Some few of my pieces 
found their way into the columns of British 
newspapers, which,notwithstanding my hatred 
of that arrogant government, afforded me 
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siderable satisfaction. I was considerably an- 
noyed by a weekly paper, called " The Inde- 
pendent Balance" formerly known as " The Tick- 
, ler"* 9 * — some of its remarks were rather severe, 
and it required no small effort to keep my 
mind in a comparative state of tranquillity. 

1 now fell at work, " tooth and nail," &"d in 
a short time printed a volume of poetry, of one 
hundred and fifty-six pages; but J did not suc- 
ceed so well wjth this work as I had antici- 
pated.; almost all the books were deposited 
with the publisher, and i left the city, cursing 

* Also, by the " Pennsylvania Gazette," published at Lancas- 
ter, in which I was pronounced a blockhead, aa ass* and several 
Qtbec gentlemanly appellations, as follows : 

The " Boston Bard," and some other moon stricken ass, are 
boring the public with poetical plagiarisms, of the- very meanest 
order, in a Philadelphia paper, called' " Tub Union." We had 
hopes that when the 'Union" took place, the Gazette mun would 
have excluded Mich nauseous stuff' Irom bis columns— But — "nemo 
tnortaliuih omnibus fioris sapit." — It dosn'tgif any poty wat is 
always gunning. Time was th«t when the brains were out the 
man would die. 

[H often happens ihat Editors permit themselves to be bored 
into the publication of Hie silly productions o< scribblers and tag- 
gers of rhyme, from intimacy with the authors, or from that kind 
ot tender feeling which will not allow them Ho undeceive the 
witling, who has become unfortunately possessed of a .notion that 
lie is a genius. It is principally from these causes that we some- 
times find a column of our best conducted journals disgraced with 
trash, which disgusts its readers, and lowers the public opinion of 
the judgment and talents of its Editor. 

W« acknowledge it just to hold the Editor responsible for those 
deviations from a correct taste, which, in the cases aliased to by 
our communicant are too obvious, yet it can never b* that a few 
gcains of nonsense, which accident, *or carelessness, has admitted 
into the scale, should be allowed to weigh against a imputation for 
jrenios and talents loog established. The authors of such stuff as 
That furnished by the Boston Bard, however willing we are to ex- 
ease the publisher, we consider fair game, and in this spirit the 
Balance has dealt out such a dose of ridicule, in the following 
Dues, as |t is hoped will effectually cureliimof ibyming.] 
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my ill- fortune. By a circuitous route, I arrired 
safely at Westchester, Pennsylvania, and my first 
appearance in that village has lately been de- 
scribed by the editor of the " Record? Charles 
Miner, Esq. in the following humorous man* 
ner : 

Extract from the Viltugc Record, August 11, 1824* 

WHO IS HE ? 

It was poon, on one of the most sultry days 
in July, 1819, that a fair faced stranger pre- 
sented himself at our office door, leaned against 
the doorpost half a minute, and then said— but 
it is. as yet, no matter what he said, or how he 
said it ; let us in the first place describe him. 
His face was fair, and there was but a light 
down on his chin in the pJSce of a beard ; his 
face was nearty round ; the features were well 
enough proportioned — rather handsome than 
otherwise ; but there was little expression in 
his countenance more than "you could find in a 
regiment, were you to examine them as the 
roll is called, except that his light blue eye 
twinkled wi-h vivacity. On bis neck was no 
handkerchief, and his shirt collar was open, 
showing a white skin except wfiere a little em- 
browned by the sun, air, and dust. A light 
grey was hia outer coat, which had been uew 
when a different fashion prevailed, although 
that assertion does not, of itself, prove it to 
have been very old. The trowsers w^ere of 
tow, or cotton bagging— Whether stockings 
covered his feet is a subject oi doubt, but it 
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is certain that the shoes brought by the Gib- 
eonites to deceive Jpshua could not have been 
more worn. In height the stranger was about 
five feet six inches, plump atid round in form, 
and although comely but rather effeminate, on 
one side of his head his hat was worn in that 
sort of care-for-nothing way, that would lead 
you to ask — what independent feeling fellow 
is that ? " Is this the office of the Village Re- 
cord," enquired he, in accents somewhat pe- 
culiar, and which shewed that he was from a 
distant neighbourhood, and few who had ever 
been in New- England would have hesitated a 
moment to guess that he was a yankee. 

4 1 have had a plaguy long walk, and a fool- 
ish one too' — said he, fc for I set out to come 
here, and the first I knew I had got to Old 
Chester, and then I was almost as far from 
Westchester as I was when I left Philadelphia. 1 
There was an artlessness— a simplicity about 
the man, that awakened kind feelings towards 
him, and I am not sure that the Yankee tang 
upon his tongue, did not, like stfunds familiar 
in childhood, make something in his favour.— 
He was evidently poor — yet there was nothing 
of solicitation in his looks — so far otherwise, 
besides the cock of his hat, there was that in 
his air which said as distinctly as an air could 

speak — 4 1 care not a for any body.' He 

had Gome to find the Village Record office, old 
Robert the scribe, or John Harwood. * He 
cannot, surely, be an ordinary journeyman 
printer,' thought I, for such an one would cer- 
tainly have known, or #t least enquired* where 
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the Record was printed, and not have mistaken 
Chester for Westchester. 4 And this is Mr. Mi- 
lter, I suppose, 9 said he carelessly. 4 It is my 
name sir, 9 said 1, 'and who may it be that asks r 
• You have heard of the Boston Bard I 'spose' 
said he. 4 Certainly, often, and with pleasure. 1 
This was our first personal knowledge of that 
eccentric child of genius and misfortune.— ' 
Where is he, now ? 

no MY FRIEND EPHRAIM BROOK ENS, RESIDENT MT WESTCHESTER, 

(pa.) near the banks of tbtv rrandyvtins, in rsflt T0 

A LATE QUERY, "WHERE IS HE 7" 

Friend Brookens— Your kind inquiries after 
the " fair-faced stranger" who visited and tar- 
ried under your erer hospitable roof, some 
time, in the year 1819, has at length met his 
eye, and afforded his heart a pleasure which 
Jie thought never more -to enjoy ; for, although 
he could not for a moment doubt the sinceri- 
ty ef your friendly professions towards him, 
yet the multiplicity of business, and an anxious 
solicitude for the future welfare of a numerous 
family, might, for awhile, nay, perhaps forever, 
obliterate from the memory of even Ephraim 
JBrookens, the features and misfortunes of the 
" stranger." I have been mistaken ; joyfully 
mistaken ; and he will pardon the unjust sus- 
picion that such could have been the c*se. 

The "stranger's" pilgrimage, since 1821 -'22 
$as been marked by various vicissitudes, with 
some of which his friend is acquainted ; but 
of recent disappointments, bereavements and 
miseries, he most probably remains ignorant j 

9 # 
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and be it so-— for the heart of Ephraim Br<toi> 
ens can feel as poignantly the sufferings of an- 
other as if those sufferings were its own, and 
the " stranger 5 ' would never wittingly give it a 
pang of sorrow. "No : may he always enjoy 
tjiat best of earthly blessings, connubial hap- 
piness, and never feel that he has cherished a 
viper in his bosom that may hereafter convey 
a fatal poison to his heart ! Alas, that the * 
" stranger" ever strayed from the dwelling <Jf 
his friend ! Fatal propensity to change ! But 
it is useless to mourn, and unmanly and un- 
christianlike to despair ; indeed to despair, 
possessing the friendship of Ephraim Brook- 
ens, is impossible. 

But to answer the inquiry, w Where is he 
now ?" My friend has heard of, perhaps seen, 
the majestic river Hudson ; on this river, about 
forty-five miles from the city of New-York, is 
a thriving and populous village, situated in the 
county of Westchester, the name of which he 
may chance to discover somewhere in the 
journal on whose pages this letter will be 
found ; in that village the "stranger" at present 
resides, and where he will always be happy 
to hear from his friend, either by letter or the 
" Record" Be so good as to remember me to 
old John Harwood, and his family, and tell him 
if the " stranger" ever comes within twenty 
miles of his dwelling, his shoe? will be more 
worn than those of the Gibeonites who came to 
deceive Joshua, if he does not lengthen his 
journey, and walk in at his door without 
knocking. 
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TO JOHN HARWOOD, Esq. 

WESTCHESTEfR, (pA.) 



Friend Ha r wood, I wish that I never bad strayed, \ 

One" step from thy lone little cot ; 
How blest b.td I been if with thee 1 had stayed, « 

And never thy precepts forgot. x i 

At tliy old "oaken tablf," so antique and neat, 

With good and enough always crowned, . \ 

How 1 joyed by thy side ever nearest to «it, x 

While thy little ones hovered around. 

• 4 

Tliy Letitia so good, so devoid of all art, 
On her brow ne'er a frown did I see ; 

Her smite was a welcome, and fell on the heart- 
Like the sun's early tight on the sea. % 



But my heart was inconstant, and never had knowa 

Of affection or friendship the worth ; 
My breast was a garden with weeds overgrown, 

Where the flower seed deeayed in the earth. 

Yet I said, — " On this spot, if the weeds were away, 

The flowerets of fancy might bloom ; 
'Neath the sunshine of fortune these weeds would decay, 

And the place of their birth be their tomb. 

But how vain was the thought ! for the tares of the fieart. 

The storms of affliction must blight, 
Ere the sunshine of virtue its warmth can impart, 

And the flowers of the soul spring to light. 

Farewell to thee, Harwood !— but never forget, , 

When the shadows of eve stealalong, 
The minstrel who used at thy window* to sit, 

And chant to the village his song. 



* Containing but three panes of glass. 
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The following poem was first published in 
(tie "Reeord" and met with very general appro* 

Nation : 



» 



TO MY MOTHER, 



Oh, thou upon whose bosom dear 

My infant head reposed — 
Oh, thou whose lips with kiss sincere 

My weary eye-lids closed; 
Though oft the risen sun has set 

Since (ast I met thy view, 
Ah, never can my heart forget, 

What lo thy love is due. 



Think not, my mother, T can cease 

To love my home and thee ; 
Think not my hours are hours of peace, 

Like those of infancy ; 
Ala*! those moments sweet are gone*--' 

Those halcyon hours are fled ; 
Ami on the world's cold heart alone 

1 bosom now ro> head ! 



Mother, there are who'll heedless say, 

The muse is weak or wrong* - 
To chant to thee a simple lay,— 

A rude and rustic soug ; 
They'll say I court a baby muse, 

Aod wake an idle strain, 
And will to hear my song refuse. 

With proud aod eold disdain : 



And be it so.— It' gratitude 

For kind maternal care 
May be to childish joy construed. 

Or seem an idle prayer, — 
Then take, O, God! this manly beait 

Thou plantedst in my breast ; 
Take, take it hence, and one imparl 

With chiUhsh feelings blest t 



Digitized by VjOOQLC 



THfi BOSTON BARB. , 108 

Several, other original poems of my muse 
were at this time published in the " Record? 
among which were, Don't believe tf, Jo, Better 
N>t,One Glass More, White Mountain Rose, anfl 

"WflO" IS MY FRIEND?" 

Not the vile wretch whose sordid mind 
The slavish chains of avarice bind ; 
' Whose stooping son! no pleasure knows, 
Save wfeat the dirty ore bestows. 

^Jot him who ploughs the eceau wave, 
H is fellow- beings to enslave ; 
Who cannot make e'en want a plea 
For one lone act of cruelty. 

Not him who light and knowledge spornfr, 
And to the gloom of ignorance turns ; 
Who dares his Maker's wrath defy, 
In impotence of blasphemy. 

He is my friend— the triend.f love, 
Who the reverse of these shall prove, 
Who loves his God — whose liberal mind 
Can feel tor me and all mankind. 

I worked in the "Record" office several 
weeks, until attacked by typhus fever, which 
brought me to the very portals of eternity ; the 
good people of this village treated me with 
great humanity, and the "JYetv England Society" 
of Philadelphia, of which I was a member, sent 
me twenty-five dollars ; and here permit me 
to remark, that in all my peregrinations in 
Pennsylvania, I uniformly received the most 
hospitable treatment from that class of society 
generally denominated Quakers ; and in my 
opinion the world would be much better were 
it peopled altogether with as kind and charita- 
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We inhabitants as are to be found among the 
friends and followers of William Penn. — To 
Charles Miner, Esq. I tender thy warmest 
thanks for repeated marks of kindness, both 
when in his service, and when "far awa," and 
it would afford me great pleasure to take a 
" cup of kindness" with him " for auld lang 
syne :" none who ever knew "Poor Robert^ the 
Scribe" can forget his good-natured features; 
and those who do not know him, may Regret 
their ignorance as something of a misfortune — 
for truly they will never meet with a better 
man. 

With my gun, pencil and paper, I frequent- 
ly roamed along the banks of the Brandywine, 
from sunrise until sunset ; and at this time, I 
believe I felt something like happiness— to say 
the least, I was not altogether miserable. One 
afternoon I determined to take a ride; my 
companion was lame, his leg being contracted 
by rheumatism ; we went as far as Downings- 
. town^ refreshed ourselves and horses, and then 
set out for home again ; in attempting to ford 
the river, which had been swollen by late 
rains, the horse sprung from the gig and threw 
us both into the water ; 1 had been driving and 
still held on to the reins, while my companion 
clung fast to my shoulders ; however, the 
horse brought us both to land, while the gig 
floated a considerable distance down the 
% stream ; it was cold weather, and we were 
obliged to walk seven miles in our wet gar- 
ments after night-fall ! This was not a time 
for poetical ideas, but there arose In my mind 
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thoughts similar to those contained in the 
verses following : 

Tfye bard who sang the Brand y wine. 

Immortalized by Wayne, 
In turn hath been immortalised, 

Immortalized hi* strain ; 
For sure fiis muse can ne'er behind 

His brother poets loiter. 
That's been baptized, as hath been mint. 

In Brandy wine and mater I 



\ 



Soon after tlji* accident I returned to Phila- .,-<• 

delpfria,* and wrote for the "Independent Ba- 
lance" conducted by Mr. G. Helmbold; this 
was a satirical paper, and did not suit my taste 
by any means ; but as 1 received good wages, 
I endeavoured to content myself with my situ- ♦ 

ation ; in verity, Mr.H. proved as kind a friend 
as ever 1 possessed ; it is true, he had faults, 
but they "kamd to virtue's side ;" — peace to his 
ashes ! — My productions not unfrequently fill- 
ed whole pages of the " Balance" all having 
different signatures; — the dandies were my 
forte, and I lashed them without mercy ; they 
threatened to dirk me, and I answered their 
their threats only by lampooning them still 

* It w*s at this period that I forwarded by Captain Hector * 
Coffin, commander of the ship Telegraph* a volume of my poems 
to En^iaud an a present for Sir Isaac C«ppin, a member of the 
British Parliament, although by birth an American. The volume 
was sent from Liverpool by mail, which as I have been informed, 

i excited the anger of the American Englishman* ou a< 

i the necessity he was under of paying the small sum d 

J for its conveyance. — I must crave pardon of the gene 
Admiral for this time ; and he may rest assured, that If 
turn, he shall have an epitaph or ao elegy which shall sc 
to remotest posterity, in the most sufeiune strains of p 
glory and fame, as remuneration for the expense whic 
most unwittingly been the canse of his incurring ! 
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* 

more unmercifully* Among the numerous 
poems written by me for the "Balance" I re- 
collect the following, viz. A Dandy* $^m>hat? 
The Dying American Tar, Pirate's Grave, Go 
mark him on the shattered mast, Rest thou on this 
bosom dearest, To John Harwood, William'Penn, 
To the Officers of the U. S. Navy, The Falling 
Star, and- 

STANZAS 

ON THE DEATH OF COMMODORE PERR* 



The hero of Erie bath gone to his rest, 

Renowned on the pages of story ; 
And the sun of his fame that arose in the west, 

Hath set in the blaze of bis glory. 

No more shall the billow of Erie's dark shores, 

As it rolls in thi» silence of sadness, 
Re-echo the words— "Wehave met ; they are fltttf '" 

Inspiring the freeman with gladness. ..* 

No more shall the friend of bis bosom behold 

The lord of her love and her spirit : 
But she'll find in the heart of his country enroIlM 
His courage, his zeal, and his merit. 

The stranger was kind, and Perry was blest. 

For friendship inade smooth the rough pillow ,* ' 

He breathed but one sigh, it was breathed to the west, J 
And the breeze bore it safe o'er the billow. 

The hero of Erie is sleeping afar — 

Columbia, he's lost to thee 'ever ; 
The spirit that walked 90 the whirlwind of war. 

Returus to thee never— oh, never ! 

Farewell to the hero of Erie's dark shores; 

Columbia, his valor remember ; 
Engrave on his tomb—** Wt have met; they are MM '■" 

Aud hallow tflfe month of September. 
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Some of my readers will here expect a detail 
of important events which befel me at this 
period of life ; but I am sorry to- inform them, 
that the- most interesting event* and that too 
which involves all the rest, most be omitted, 
and remain for a future historian to declare ; 
I shall suffer in character, as I have already, 
by this determination ; but I had rather con* 
tinue to suffer, than by acting reversely, grrc* 
one moment's uneasiness to a heart natorttty 
generous and affectionate* ■ ' ; ♦ 

— — ^"Ooryovog station* nu> to *ait* - 

Ltfc* water on the dewrt itnd," * 



It is absolutely one of the greatest of mifrt 
fortunes, to know the worid so^ thoroughly, iff 
early life, as to become heart-sick of it before 
we have scarcely tasted the little good it pos- 
sesses 1— To wander up and down the beauti- 
ful earth, without finding a single flower worth' 
gathering— to be told of the grandeur, order, 
and excellency of a universe, without a single 
wish to look into the merits of the same— 1# 
listen to the harmony of nature, when there is 
no music in one's self, — surely such feelings 
constitute ^he dreadful ingredients of madness 
— the food of distraction, the poison of the 
spirit. But a proud and manly heart cannot 
easily be broken ; it may be wounded, but i{ 
will heal again, although a scar may remain, 
even after life becomes extinct. However, 
the very easiest and most effectual cure for 

10 
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trottbk and grief i»-- a EMPLOYME!rF." Yet do 
what we will— possess what we will, stjiiVe 
ere never contented : ?[ 

Unhappy If we do not love, 

Udtappfef It we do, 
©•or blHaod date of life we rare, 

Nor true contentment know* 

After the death of Mr. HistuBeu^^ I was 
fcr some time oat of business, and should hate 
suffered aererelj ivom the evils of poverty, 
fcad it not been tor repeated act* $f kindness 
«fibrded me by a gentleman of New-Yotk % 
Whose generosity was unlimited ; he has as- 
'^justed me more, from time to time, than any 
Other friend whatever ; his power to d# good 
it extensive, and his will is as great as his 
power ;— may the bread he has so liberally 
* cast upon the waters," return to his hand 
with a ten-fold increase : 

* Sometime previous to this melancholy event, death presented 
himself to me also, io all bh terrors : 1 was filing from the plat- 
form of the Floating Bath House, anchored off io the Delaware, 
directly opposite the city of Philadelphia, when my feet slipping, 
1 Tell Into the water ; the tide ran with great impetuosity, and 1 
was swept underneath the floor ; the water nearly reached the 
inuring, and I gave myself up as lost — tat as 1 arose, and was, 
whirled about by tho conflicting currents underneath, I felt my 
hand grasp a piece of wood, which was stationary ; it was aelat 
of one of the baths ; I held on and kept my head a little above 
Water, knocking with my other band against the flooring above, 
until I made the person* in the Bath House hear me ; >o old 
ma* (God bless him!) by the oame of Bobbins,' jumped" down 
into the bitb opposite me— I gave biro one hand, still holding on 
wKh the other, while be, with an axe, cut, or knoeked away the 
«latw under water, when I emerged from the liquid element, to the 
tetter astonishment of every one who .was acquainted with the 
.great danger of my situation'. I do not think it is so cosy a thing 
fb die, as some persons would endeavour to persuade themselves, 
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m . " When wealth to «*e& a nan fi given, 

ft blesses like the dews of Heavea." 

I should offend him, were I to mention bis 
name ; but it is written where death alone can 
obliterate it—on my heart. After this gentle* 
man had sailed for Havanna and New-Orleans, 
I w^s very much distressed ; so much so as to 
be necessitated to solicit a passage to New* 
York, gratis* whieh favour I had the good for* 
tune to obtain. 

On arriving in the city of South Gotham, t 
called upon Mr. Alexander Ming, in whose 
employ I had been, three yearn before ; he 
told me that business with him was very dulU < 
that he cxuild not aflbrd to give me much, but 
that as long as he had a house over his owq 
head, I was welcome to food and shelter under 
its roof I accepted his offer with gratitude* 
and tarried with him two or three years. . Mr, 
Ming himself always treated me with the ut* 
most kindness, and although somewhat eccen- 
tric in certain ideas, be is nevertheless a good 
and an amiable man. A literary publication 
was issued from Mr. M's office, of which he 
was the editor ; and ill" this paper originally 
appeared the following articles, vis.*— 
■~ New- England* Love's To-night and To-morrow* 
Washington's Dirge, Sonnet* Wreck ofjsovc, Tha 
Hag-Mast Flag, Stanzas to a little bUnd Girl, De 
Witt Clinton* Boltv&r, To mu brother Rep Mw, 
The ' Villain, Mmn? Cartwrigws Musical Glasses* 
On Byron's jotningthe Greek army, Sacred to the 
memory of Mrs. Elizabeth Moore, The Ship* of 
Heaven* New- York> Sacred to the memory of Mist 
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MaryTyrell, Christmas Ode, Sailor \ tlieres hope 
for thee, Propitious blow the autumn gaits, £t. Oh 
fvould that on some desert Isle, Blighted Flo&er, 
Jfyheman Tar, Sacred Melody, To my Muse, <Sa- 
cred Melody, Answer to an insult, To Ella, To 

the dog Ponto, To , Tq Ella, Female bosom, 

Last Mtnstrel, Mrs. Enticistle^ Return of the Citi- 
zens, Sacred to the memory of R. B. Cojfoi, Things 
I cannot bear, To her who wi(l understand it, To 
a Mouse, Stanzas on the birth- of Burns, General 
Challenge, Gallic Star, Ireland, Jubilee of Death, 
On a mammoth Nose, Philosophy and Winter, To 
Mr. Wedlock, Song of the Greeks, Spain, To my 
pld Coat, To my Mother, Things I love, Treble 
Gems. Tribute to the memory of Meut. W. H Cocke, 
Time and Chance, Yankee and (lie diving drum— 
and the following stanzas addressed to Bay 

fhyairian, Dr. George W. Chapman, of New- 
, ork,a gentleman by whose skill f was plucked 
from the verge of the grave, and to whose hu- 
manity many beside myself are indebted for 
life aad health : 

Ikfytonl was late * belmtess barque. 
Upon a stormy sea : 
. Hewn M fled— end fen* an* darlf 
Lite'* ocean, broad to me : 

On error's shoal* my barque bad beat- 
Broke o'er tier dee* (He wave ; . 

Ah. tbeo what star my eye should ireet— 
Whatfrteodly Kfe-boatsare? 

Ah, then what voice amid the storm, > 

Like Cberub-cbeeriogs came, 
4»d bade depart toe fieo^Iike form 

That itrted to death-~>to shape f 
That bade to hell (he spirit fly. 

To «hoo the wares of wo ; 
4^ dare tlie gather^ wrath on hfeh, 
- To 'scape the storms faeio* » 
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'Twas tbou, my friend, who 'midst the gloom 

Like Hiercy 's beauteous bow. 
Arch 'd o'er the contrite shiner's tomb, 

The tempest foll'd of wo ;— ^ 

Taught* taught toy inexperienced eye 

T%e sboais of life to scan j 
And— pointing to a cloudiest sky — 

Crild, •* Live— and live a man !" * * 

Ob, may the breeze that speeds thy barqoe* 

Like Bdeo's zephyrs be ; 
Thy sky serene, as when the lark - 

Chants his sweet melody ; 
-And w ben the dream of life is o'er, 

May angels round thee wait, 
And bear thee to that blissful shore, 

Where faith shall conquer fate. 

/The following stanzas were composed ftp 
tfie columns of the 4fc New-York Statesmen? Ifi 
which journal many of my productions at tltifc 
*tim^ were inserted : 

* THE WRECK OF LOVE. 

F 

Love's barque was launched on rapture's &faj 
t In beauty's sunuie-st day ; 

And fearless on, in conscious pride, 

She ploughed her joyous way :— 
The breeze of bliss her snowy sails 

All soft and silent swelled * 
€)'er dimpled seas, with gentlest gales* 

Her careless course she fc&ld 

Joy seized the helm ; — bis wild command* 

The pilot, pleasure, g;a? e, 
. The barque to steer to fairy lands, 

Where wisdom's folly's slave. 
And o'er the glassy surface not* 

With heedless baste she flies ; 
While hope sits smiling on the prow. 

At hood-winked w isdoot/B eyes . 

But, bark ! along the deep has sped 

The hollow dirge of wo ; 
Jey drops the helm— -and hope has 

Pale pleasure shrinks below. 
10* 
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* . v 
Where art tboa loft ?— The Mltows fee* 

4eo*ethy vessel's deck ; 
Lore wakes apeo dtttfactiott's shore ■ 
l 'gem the wreck f~ 



The following poem was written 19 a pom 
Ipt's garret* ami Waa first published in the PM* . 
i^ftelphia CSttan, a dailj newspaper. 

THE RUINED FLOW E&. 

Its HMD was broke.— The e>scrt wind 
Paesed rndejy o'er ift slender head ; 

It withered, drooped, and silent pinedg 
TiH alt IU traes and fragrance led r 

TbechiUiMfroftofefeniirf'sboor 

friume coldly 00 the dying flower. 

• f .- 



Iione withered flower ! 

Thtt niet (bee in <hj day of youth, 
May be inscribed upon my tomb, 

Too deep for time to blot its truth i 
And teats, too late by sorrow shed. 
May frees* andgtisteQ o*er ny bead* 

And tetter Ibis any fete eblferid be, 
Than stab confiding virtue's breaStf 

Better to lire hi misery— 
Better to die by lore onMest. 

Than buHd the hope of future fame, 

On beauty's wreck— do woman's shame^ 



MRS. HOLMAN, 



fjinstrel of Eerm, atUed to Beam* 

Enchant***? of the soul, 
JETo whom me blessed power isfjtoea 

Man's passions to control; 
Accept the offering of a mote 

Unskilled io classic lore ; 
fj or wfth contempt the lay refuse 

▲ wandering baai may pe*r« 
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The fore that now H swept for thee. 

And fain would greet thine Mr, 
Know* not tile •train of flatter/. 

To folly'* minion* Hear ; 
The hand that tweet* Its cords along, 

Though none perhaps so ijide. 
Hath never wove an idle *ong» 

To be for pcftde the food. 

Thy voice my rsptored ear b*tb met. 

And stUl w lingering then ; 
Nor can my eotd these notes forget 

Thai chained the tend despair ; 
That drove each Borrow Iron my breast, 

TueworldaodaJIUswoesf , 
Tbafc gave to weary life a nest-** 

A troubled teul repose* 

And If when death wkb icy band. 

The purple flood noogeal*-- 
When still the pulse of nature stands. 

And stops of life the wheels ; 
If thon but breathe the hallowed strain 

Of peace by mercy given ; 
My doubting soul would lingering stand, 

Nor know its course to heaven. 



Uff 



In November, f W3, I published * literary 
paper, in a quarto form, entitled the " MentU 
•fflftaeum ," from which the following articles 
are extracted ; who 4fc G&oRDic' f vm^ will be 
known by almost all the lovers of music and 
painting in Philadelphia and New- York : « a 
merry, merry boy was he f 9 but his voice is 
Jhefrrd no more among the sons of men ; peace 
%e to his spirit. 

As I ha'e much raspect, an 9 na sma' feeling 
•' kindness toward ixeotdie* who keeps under 
the muckle claymore o* " Rdb Roy," I stappit 
Ihe Muse, ye ken, as she was ganging b^aa* 
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gi'eia^hef a Highland gill, she ga^JBethc 
wee bit sang here in print. 

HAND, HAND US. BOY, &c< 

B.um, hanu us, boy, that bow] of vine** 

Let's banish care and sorrow; 
Tiie li^bt oi friendship's sun divine 

S^a 1 1 gild racb coming morrow; 
Tiit n Irt us drink— hand, hand us, boy, 

'1 he deep uniathom'd bowl ; 
Bore's to our host— tore's to "Rob Roy,** 

To you, you, you— (he whole I 

Pour, pour— the red libation pour, 

Although the moon is blinking ; 
Her light shall friendship's smile restore* 

Though she to earth were sinking : 
Then let us drink— hand, band us, boy, 

The deep untatnom'd bowl ; 
Sere's to our host— here's to "Rob Roy,'* 
* To you, you, you— the whole. 

To night, to night let's merry Ae— 

Though time is from us stealing ; 
And though bis snows he bids us see* 

They'll chill no generous feeling: 
Then let us drink— hand, hand us, bor B ' 

The deep uniathom'd bowl, - 
Bere's to our host— here's to "Rob Aqy,'* 

To you, you, you— the whole, 

Eife, life is on its rapid flight— 

And when death seals the letter, 
Blest charity her lamp shall light, 

And ope it ft a better t 
Then let us drink— band, band us, boy. 

The deep unfatfaom'd bowl ; 
Bere's to pur host— here's to "Rob Roy,* 

To yon, you, you— the whole, " 
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mail THE MBKTAL MUSIUM. 

ADVENTURES OF £ SONG. 

An unfortunate National Song, (written about 
four years ago, by the present editor of this 
paper), beginniug, 

**WI»wi Freedom 'mid the fcait'eatorm," 

the editors of the Philadelphia Saturday Eve* 
ning Post request their readers to peruse— 
"twice" Why? They have, probably, disco- 
vered what the author knew long ago, namely: 
that part of the song, as it has been hereto- 
fore published, is sheer nonsense ! Therefore 
that the patrons and correspondents of the 
Post ro^y not exhaust too much time in endea- 
vouring to find where the fault lays, and that 
they may not be necessitated to read the song 
more than " twice" we have taken the trouble 
to alter aind amend it, and insert it in the Mu- 
seum. We know not apy poem of the present 
day, which has met with so many untoward 
accidents, and " hair-breadth escapes" as this. 
It was first bleated by a larnh, in Vauxhall Gar- 
den, Philadelphia, being first set to music by a 
, person who seemed determined to hew~it in 
pieces ; it then travelled from " Dan to Beer- 
sheba," and baqk to Dan again ; after two or 
three years' repose, it found its way into the 
Democratic Press, to the tune of " Knight Er- 
rant" by some " errant knave," who sent it to 
the editor a* original for the Press; it next 
was noticed and parodied in the Mirror, a 
literary work, published in tbb city, and edited 
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hy Sannel Woodtrorth, Earj.; but previous to 
this, it was made tojingk by note, and after- 
wards published by a bookseller, in New- 
York. Its first appearance this year haa been 
in the Philadelphia Saturday Evening Post j 
its second, and, we hope, last appearance in a 
newspaper, is in the Mental Museum.— If ^ny 
persons inquire why the corrections were not 
made* before, they are very good-naturedly 
informed that it is "none of their business," 

T17NE— [not] "Knight Errant." 

When Fr. edom midst the battle storm 

H*r weary bead reclined ; 
When round her lair, majestic forro, . 

Oppression fain had twined ; . 

. Amidst the din— '>e»reath the eloud / 

Giv^t Wash i »gtov. appeared : 
His during luuid \^V:\ back ihe shroud 

Ajid thus the sufferer cheered : 

Spnrn. spurn despair ! Be great, be Tree ! 
With giant strength arise ; 

Stretch* stretch thy pinions. Liberty, 
Thy fkf plant io the skies ! 

Clollie. clothe thyself in glory's Kobe, 
Let star* thy banner f era; 

Rule, rule l be sea— possess the globe- 
Wear victory's diadem : 

Go, tel Mhe world a world is born— 

Another orb $ives light ; 
Aootbei siinil)iim<'s the morn— 

Auother star the night ; 
Bo just — be brave ! — and let thy name 

Henceforth Columbia be ; 
^ Wear* wear the oaken wreath of fatafe* 

The wreath of Liberty ! 

He said—and, lo ! the stars of night 

Forth to bar bamier Jkw ; 
Ami morn with pencil dipt fn light, 

Her blushes on it drew— 
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Columbia'* chieftain seised the prfcft* 

(AH gloriously nu farted,) 
Fie* irith it to his native skid, 

And waved it o'er the world ! 



> FEOJtf TH$ SAMS* * 

OSTENTATIOUS CHARITY, 

*— ** The poob ye have always with you.t' 

t saw the poor man at the (ate » 

Of ostentations ebarity- 
Bowed down beneath the heavy weight 

Of helpless age and misery : 
Be asked but on* poor crust of bread- 
Aside the miser turned his bead, 

1 saw the poor man go bis way— 
Another son of earth drew nigh ; 

And he was robed in pride's array. 
And impudence was in bis eye ; 

He bad to India's shores a " Call ;" 

The miser sigh'd but gave him afl, 

I saw the miser's sculptured rase, 

' Ioscribed with love-deeds thickly o'er; 

And on the massive golden base 

Was graved, The patron of tke poor ! 
The thunders rolled, toe lightnings flasb'df 
To earth the miser's urn was dasu'd, 

Tbe graves were opened, and (be dead 
Jehovah bade to judgment rise '$ 

The earth and sea together fled, 
And passed away the affrighted skies : 

Tbe poor roau and the miser stood 

-Before the eternal tbroue oi' God . 

What dost tbou here? Jebovab cried—* 

Thy ostentatious charity 
Availeth not — I knew thy pride, 

Tim cause of thy humanity ; 
To strangers tbou tby wealth didst give, 
s That after thee tby name should live, ' 
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Blood of tfa y blood, (bat at tby gate 
Fur one. bntone poor morsel cried* 

Htm dry proud soul did proudly hate, * 
Bis age and poterty deride ; 

M y Gospel~*aid the eternal God, 
♦• My Oospe^tliou wouldst spread in, blood. 



Tby brother perished that tby < 
. ' Should long on earth in splendour ■bine— - 

*• Tbat on a scroll shoftld lire thy fame, 

' And tbou be called a cbiUI of mine i 

1 know thee not— to darkness hie— 

A? aUeth not thy charity. 

Ob. thju who *end*st thy wealth abroad 

Unto the distant heathen shore, 
'Tit unaccepted by thy Goo, 
If thou the beggar at thy door 
t Itaty-^altbough a wretckhe be, 

^ Tbat wbieh sustains mortality f 

FROM THE SAMB. 

The following stanzas were addressed to 
my friend Mr. T , one of the editors of the 
NewYork Daily Advertiser ; he is among those 
who have been kinder to me than I have 
sometimes been to myself: 
« 

* Accept, my friend, the grateful lay 

A broken harp may pour; , 

A harp whose breathings soon for aye , 

Must cea^e— t^e heard no more ! 
/ Far the cold band of penury long 

Hath rudely swept the strings ; 
And misery interrupts the song, 
Aud dips the Muse's wings. 

Another year ! The minstrel's name, 

Perchance, shall be forgot ; 
n And those who praise, and those who blame 

May seek— but find him not •: 
The storm may rage — the frost severe 

May fall upon his bed ; 
His heart shall feel no chilling fear. 

His eye no teardrop shed. 
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Earth's breast it cold— but colder yet 
The frail, the faithless heart, 

That can its sacred vows forget. 
From honor, truth depart ! • 

And colder still the villain's unite 
That courts but to annoy ; 

That welcomes only to beguile- 
To blight, to blast, destroy. 

But thou, my friend, forever kind, 

(Though error lead the Muse) 
Though not unto ray follies blind, 

Tet willing to excuse- 
Accept, accept the grateful lay 

A broken harp may pour ; 
A harp whose breathings soon for aye 

Must cease— be heard no more. 

FROM THE SAMS. 

STANZAS. 

A rock's rude brow bis dwelling place, 

That overlooked the sea ; 
Undaunted valor on his face 

Sat in dread majesty ; 
And his stern eye defiance bold 
Looked on each wave that round bun roIlcR. 

Beneath his throne, above the world 

Of waters, woman, rose; 
He saw her— and the bolt bad burled- 

For he had lost repose ; 
But lo ! the shaft unheeded fell— 
Tho' strong bis arm, more strong her spelt 

©own from his clood-capp'd seat be leap^ 

Repelled th' invading wave, 
Sained her light skiff— a coward, wept— 

Nor felt himself a slave, 
TtU cords— too frail for summer's -wind* 
Around bis heart— bis spirit twined. 

Be burst the cords— be braved the surgty 

His rocky throne In view ; 
But never reached the lolly verge 
- Where happiness be knew : 
The skiff was gone— the fairy fled— 
His peace was wrecked— bis hopes are deflk 
ii 
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FftOM 9BB SAMB* 

TO MY MOTHER. 

What shall 1 bear tbee, mother dear, 
Whetf thy embrace again I greet. 
And feel upon my cheek the tear 
That flow i when child and pareut meet 3 

What shall I hear thee ?— Wealth and feme;* 
Or gems that grew beneatb the wave ? 
Gold have I not ;. and l lory's flame 
Bath seldom shone but on the grave t 

Nor wealth, nor fame, nor gems to thee, 
My mother, will thy offspring bear ; 
Mean such reward indeed would be 
For all thy love — for all thy care. 

But I shall bear to thy kind breast 
What heaven uor tbee will e'er reject : 
A wasted form, pale sorrow's guest— 
A broken heart— -a spirit wreck'd I 

rjbOtf THE SAME. 

TO HER THAT'S "FAR AWA." 

Go, breeze, and bear the balmy sigh 

To love and beauty's shrine ; 
And softly, as you onward fly 9 

Ob, whisper it was mine 9 . 

Oh, breathe it o'er her beauteous breast, 

And o'er her dewy lip ; 
And while that lip salutes its guest, 

Jpo thou. the nectar sip. 

Then on the wings of love, O haste— 

Its warmth, its sweets impart : 
And breathe it o'er the chee/less waste— 

The desert of the hea&t 1 

The following poem is from the PhrladeK 
*(1sia Union ; and was written by me merely to 
wind up an unprofitable argument-— which it 
accomplished. 
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' TO "ORLANDO." 

Go to Arabia's burning waste * 

\nd may. •* O fertile scene. 
What num'roo* flowers thy sands have graced, 

How fragrant, fresh and green !" 
Say this, but say not Woman 1 a breast 

To love is always true ; 
Say not it is an angel's rest. 

Most ehaste and lovery too. 

Go to the tempest troubled deep, 
, And say, with tearful eye, 
«* On thy pri'flri wives I fain wonld sleep, 

Nor dream of danger nigh :" 
Saj this, but say not Woman** voice 

* Is always soft aud mild ; 
Say not it heightens ail our joys. 
And sooths misfortune's child. 



Fly to the subtle panther's arm*, 

And tell Dim he is kind ; 
Tell him he h th an angel's charms, 

A generous feeling ftihicfc! 
Go, tell him this— but say not thou 

That Woman's heart 7 can tee I ; 
Say not she never broke her vow. 

Or stabbed where love should bear. 

Go, thou whose manly soul can bend* 
And own a Woman's power ; 

Go, vail thy mistress faithful friend, 
Tbou insert of an hour ! 

My adamantine heart, i own. 
Can feel no joy Mke this ; 

'Twas Woman changed my heart' to stone- 
Yea, murdered with a kiss, 

Goigo M Orlando," seek repose 

Within the serpent's ne*t *, 
And as Ha eye witb splendour glows, 

O hug it to thy breast : 
Do thk. ami shooW it sting thy heart 

While dazzling with its charms. 
Fear not, •• Orlando,"— do trot start*- 

Tby<Jrave Is BEAUTl'S aims 1 
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SENSIBILITY. 

* Te oft* taw tears, prtpo** ro sfcrfAUm neon" 

* Sua, what bast tbou to do with roe ? 

Why look upon my wo ? 
Tby light U nought bat misery— 

I pray thee onward go ; 
Bfoon, why so long is journeying hence f 

I would not tee thy light ; 
Thv beams no Joys to me dispense— 

111 mercy shoo my sight* 

* There was a time 1 lot ed to gaze 

Upon thee, glorioas sua ; 
That time is past— I bate thy rays, 

And wish tby race was ran : 
There was a time, fair mooo I when thou 

To me, indeed, *ert dear : 
I would, indeed, it were Urns now ! 

Bat guilt all light must fear. . 

* Blood nUl have blood /••-* oh dreadful truth* 
An, wbKner shall I flee 1 

How tranquil were my hours of youtj), 

My hoars of infancy : 
Alas I alas ! I know my doom 

l9Jttst«-aor dare complain ; 
No tears shall sparkle on my tomb. 

Nor kindly showers of rain.' 

8be paused— I raised ber feeble bead 

From off the frozen, ground ; 
The colonr came— -again it fled— 

Nor sign of life was found ! 
To her cold cheek my lips 1 pressed, 

I felt it warmer grow ; 
I placed my hand upon her breast, 

I felt her bosom's throe ! 

• Ob, fly a wretch !— a murderer fly I . 

Mj bands are bathed in gore ; 
Shuo, shun the spot of infamy, 

Nor seek to find it more : 
The ministers o* wrath pursue— . 

Here leave me to my late ; 
Away,, away !— adieu !— adieu J 

i our friendship's shone too late. 
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1 If ay stop— and 'yon my crime shall know*— 

Time flies— I mast be brief ; 
Perchance it may assuage my wo* 

Aifor<I my heart relief : 
Then stranger jsknow it was my doom 

To dress my sister's hair. 
And as I moved the mnrd'rous comb— 

Oh, horror ! death ! despair I 

A little innocent I found, 

With six dear, pretty feet. 
It walked so slow and softly round, 

And seemed so very neat, 
Tbat I resolved in haste to try 

Aud catch ft by the back ; 
When, oh ! distracting misery 1 

1 killed it with a— croc* P 



A PICTURE* 

I knew him Well ; — be was a gloomy wretcfl. 

And loved to dwell alone in murky shades. 

Brooding npon the fancied ills of life, 

And starting at the view of every form 

That bore a semblance of his fellow man. 

His lips did deeply curse the glorfons sua 

That, rising dared dispel the fearful shades. 

And draw aside the curtains of the night. 

To him the beauteous moon no pleasure brought fit* 

Her cheering beams, her mild and soothing light. 

To his daik soul, were but the lurid lames 

That blazon forth the depths of deepest hell. 

And when the furious storm tremendous howled*. 

Lifting the " foam fopt billows" to the heavens, 

Then would he cKmb some high projecting clifr 

And gaze, with hellish joy, upon the wreck 

Tbat strewed the vast and watery world below I 

Yet here, if in the momentary pause 

Of ocean's thornier, and the tempest's voice. 

Some shepherd's pipe, or lonely minstrel's stranV 

Stole on his ear— the sweet, melodious sound, 

Sareeiing on the bosom of the storm,} ' 
e cursed !- and rushing furious to bis den; 
Set loose his tiger passions, and blasphemed 
Alike, bis fellow beings, and his God I 



!!• 
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t6 democrttus* 

IS INTICI^ATIOH OF f IS SIXTIETH TEAK, 

What though the robber*Tlme, has stofe 

The gristle froio thy gambols, 
▲ pillar stands thy noble soul, 

Amid a world of brambjf s. 

* What though the -clay-built house of u&kS 
Must sooo or late fall right dtffro, 
There is no fear but tbott witt fiud _ 
la charity a uight gow.n* 

What's formed of dust, to dust will turn— 

Death's daily undermining, 
But, George, the spirit will not barn* . 

Though it must stand aururme* 

t Whoever leads a willing arm x 

To save a sinking brother, . 
A hand tmu$n bis soul shall dra> 
Prom this world up to t'other. 

Although is manned thy fragile bark 

With passions mut*nous ever, 
H shall not founder in the da&k, 

No— merer— never— never ! ^ 

The work! would deem that mortal mad; 

Possessed of spirit evil, 
Who to the earth, because it bad 

A crack, bis house should level. 

Ha who has formed I hy house of sfedfe 

That U UJUsk remembers. 
And mercy ne'er thy soul will thresh 
•ForfauUs among the timbers. 

To love my neighbour as myself, 

And Him who made me, better- 
To share with misery Mf my pelf. 

Is of the law the letter. 

Man's a machine of woad'rcus art; 
Known only to its maker , 

* Cfagftofi Helmbold, Esq. late edi!6r and aroerfetdr ofti* 
Hi^f^dmi Balanccr-^oe deceased, ^ 
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lie pendulum is styled the fceart. 
The conscience, regulator. 

Whene'er the pendnltim is found 

To ntake too-ojuick transition, 
Tbe regulating (Sand goes round, 

Nor stops but at contrition* 

Whene'er thou diest— or noon, or late, 
Still may thj heart be merry, t 

And Charon in I lis barge of state, 
Safe row thee o'er the ferry. 

There, welcomed by the souls of those 

Freed from tbe kind of terrors, 
May Lethe bathe thy gouty tees. 

And if ash a if ay thy errors. 



. In Philadelphia my spirits were often veijf 
pleasantly excited, by such jeu d' esprit s asihe N 
Allowing: 

FftOtf TBI FUDGE VAHT&7. 

TO THE BOSTON BARD. 

* I'd fain praise your poems—but tell roe, how Is % 
When 1 cry out 'exquisite, 4 Echo cries 'quiz it V 

Or lay shall we copy the fam'd Boston Bard, 
Wittr 4£e dull idea, who labours so hard, 

That much like a grindstone in motion ; 
80 matter how fast it is. turned round and round, 
XJnraof'd from Ms centre 'tis still to be found, 

Tho' to start it has sometimes a notiou. * 

FROM THE PHILADELPHIA MAGAZlSJfr. 

TO THE BOSTON BARD. 

Blest were the songs that Judah's daughters sn% 
E'er captive led, by Babel's stream they wept 4 

And heavenly strains along their (fmbrels rung 
When Judah's king the noly cov'oaat kept, . 
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Hat nine ami women Judah's king subdued, ' 
His bijgh built glory iu the dust they laid ; 

No more hi* friendship distant m^ oaichs nroo* d, 
Man eeaaed to love aud God withdrew hm aid. 

„New England Misvtrsu 

TO THE NEW- ENGLAND MINSTREL. 

Wtart* but on woman's faithful breast 

Should potty's head recline ? 
Or what to lie eao give a s&est 

More sweet than rosy wiue 1 

S.>y, minstrel hast thou never proved 

The power of beauty's eye ? 
Ne'er loved thyself, nor been beloved ? 

T9e f er brea bed thejmpassioned sigh ? 

Ha*t tboo n«'er sipped|the niddy tide 

That ••Jorfali'* king subdued ?•■ 
That halm which thou wouldst Jain deride-* 

By thee to deatyi construed f 

Then learn to love !— yea, learn to sip 

From Bacrhus' blooming bowl ; 
Motaen for onee thy thirsty lip. 

Let Jove once warm thy soul. 

Love should on Poesy's bosom rest— 

If one, let both decay : 
Tho* Bacchus gives the song its zest 

'Eis Venus wakes the lay. 

THE DANDY AND HIS MONKEY. 

WTO. 

Massa, me tick yon l*ce so tight, 
Yon choke you berry appetite I 

DANDY. 

No matter, Pug, it is, yon know, ' 

To starve ourselves, the fashion now'; 
The ladies too~-neaven bless 'em all 
How neat, how slim, genteel and tall ! 
To please 'em, gad I I'd* even try- 
To shrink into nonentity. 
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KM*. 

Ah, massa ! tink you dat you please 
De ladie more, de more yon queeze ? 
Ti»k datde woman love to walk 
Wid nottihg but lie barley rtalk? 
No—lubly if omaa ebber swear 
Sue radder 'quire wid polar bear. 

DANDY. 

Dear brothers you indeed are wrong ; 
Tbey love a man genleelhj long ; 
•Tis ineonventenf , to be sure, 
And makes u? took most dev'Iirii poor; 
Buttbeo it saves, as I'm a sJooer, 
Tbe price of many a bearty dinner. 

How erad 1 be you coodescen' 
To call poor Pug your brudderjren ; 
Den let your brudder plaiuly leilee, 
De fair like node widdout de 6e%. 

DANDY. 

Yes, Pug, you are my brother true-* 
Too look like me, and 1 like you » 
I always did admire tee sbape 
Of you my loving brotber-ape! 
Ton ape wiy manners— /ape yours* 
Whicb mutual friendship still secures .♦ 
Ah Pug, 1 wish thai i might be 
As slim about tfae guts as ye ! 

»co. 

Well, massa, here two corsett be, 

1 'queeze tor you— you 'qaeeze for me I 

Or it'jousef you radder try, 

Pug on your shoulder jumpee high, 

And in the glass ^de corsett fix, 

And team all massa dandy tricks. 

DABDY. 

But Pug, you never must 'let on,* 
That you ium me tbe art did learn; 
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The dandies would with oaths upbraid * 
The one who learns an ape tbeir trade : 
80 lure yourself genteel and tiftbU 
Bur go ooi cot, except at night. 

PUG. 

Ah,lnas*&, if de rase bedns, 
I) debbel all de corset curse ;. 
N-» f id.^r. — Pug lib always free, 
- Once monkey, monkey always be; 
Me ttnk it bard to b* denied 
To walk by master dandy's side* 

DA SOY. 

The world, dear Pug, is faN of whitiii, 
And is not what to you it veins , 
Ifl and you in Cbesmrt si reef. 
By accident should chaw f to meet* 
A It be' / fang and kiss you here, 
There you must never venture near ; 
Tbe wen would hiss me, and the hoys 
Would kick up such a dust and noise, 
Tba- 1M as sooo in Bedlam be, 
Or stuck up in tbejuHOry. 

pro. 

De worl den, tnasta, would untie 
De t'rcnly knot f twixt you and I; 
N«>, n-assa, 'tis tbe dandy whim 
Dtt make d» worl n»»i what he seem , 
D worl lub well de monkey shape, 
C « time to de four leg ape , 
Bui when be see the upright creature 
Charge w id a*c ape be berry nature, 
He laffee. ktrk^e, shake he side, 
And ope he optic berry wide ; 
Tin*, massa. listen whit I say, 
Man berry good in he own way ; 
But wh^n be put de monkey oq t 
De godlike quality be gone : + 
« To tub faun, lady make believe, 
But title 1 slyly in de sleeve : 
Mdssa, me tell you on de oath, 
You can't be man and monkey both* 



..... •»- 
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AN ELEGY. 

WRITTEN IN THE ENNISKlLLfcN CASTLE. 

"Enniskillen Castle* is a public house, situa- 
ted in South Fifth-street, Philadelphia, wherS 
whilom the bards, and wits, and respectable 
loungers of the day " used all to frequent and 
get blue ;" many however of the persons com- 
posing this ancient and honourable company 
of jolly topers, and beggars of small glasses, 
have taken their departure to a land of other 
kinds of spirits than those which so often visited 
them here! — I do not mean to be understood 
to say, that scenes of brutal^ inebriation were 
transacted within the walls of the "Castle" — far 
from it; as much order was maintained as is 
generally found in the first hotels in the city; 
and what I mean by respectable loungers, is a 
class of decently dressedpoor gentlemen, simi- 
lar, in some respects, to those who are^Said t# 
" walk St. James 9 Park for a dinner !" 



♦ 



\ 



v 



The empty glass proclaims the pocket low ; 

The warning candle in the socket dies ; 

The Bacchanalian posg*»e homeward go, v 

And leave the bar room as the poet's prize* » * 

Now fades the nose of Martin on the sight, . 
And all the place a noxious vapour holds ; 
Save where yon crevice shows a gleam of light, 
Which lets out heats hi spring, in winter, colds. 

Save where from yonder window in the bar, 
A smell of alcohol and gin is ibund ; 
And tb' Dutch demijohn does shine a star, 
That throws upon the gloom a radiance round. 

Beneath this white-washed wall* this wall so high, 
Where oft in other days the poet set. 
Did Quiz & Co.— alack ! that they shook! die I 
For ever and anon their whistle wet. 
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The grateful gttT of bitters in the morn, 
• The glass pf brandy $t the hour of one, 
The jnjr of punch when da} -light has withdrawn. 
No aiore shall down their thirsty gullets ma. 

3 

^ For them no more A*U Martin place the 7 chair, 
Or mistress R— - the steak for supper took ; 
No wile sot their lusciousr beverage share, 
Or see Tor him the dish of cat-fish smoke. 

Ofl did the bottle to their valor yield ; 
The hogshead oft their industry has drained ; 
How jocund did their fists the* wine-glass<wield c - 
Although that glass a tierce of wine contained. 

Let not bir Patrick mock their useful thirst* 
Their parched lips and gullets e,ver dry ; 
Or Toby dare their merits to distrust, 
Or seek to prove their inebriety. 

The boast of minstrelsy, the pomp of power, 
And all that brandy, all that gin e'er gave, 
Await alike th' inevitable hour— - 
The tide of whiskey flows but to— the grave. 

Nor you, ye flats, impute to t hese a sin. 

If Martin on their tombs no beverage place ; 

Where once they made T— W— L-— »— g grin, 

And more than once did chant the "loungers" pra$$Q 

Can cider crab, or good Jamaica rum, \ 
K*cr to the Castle call the minstrels back ? 
Can bright Madeira pierce thro 9 penury's glooiq, 
Or flattery soothe the marble ear of— Jarfc ? 

Perhaps on this settee same bard has la id, 
Some heart once pregnant with ambit ion strong I 
Hands that an axe or shovel might have swayed, 
Or pushed the rumbling barrow -wheel along. 

But labour dread, their limbs bis weighty load, 
Begrimed with filth and sweat, did ne'er cajole-? 
Hot whiskey punch or cock-tail was their god, 
And scalded every virtue of the soul. 

Full many a wit, with puns and satire keen. 
The t verns all does frequent and get blue; 
Full uiauy a wretch at evening's honr is seen. 
Like David's sow, both drunk and happy toe. 
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*■ * 

SjOtne country bumpkin that with warp look* 
The potent draught of beverage gulped down j ' 

Some dandy, read id many a school-boy book*, 
Witbia this castle has to manhood grown* 



The applause of Qui* & Coaifr'inr to < 
The threat* of duns and ruin to despise, 
To scatter dollars o'er this happy bod. 
And read their history hi "mine Aosfats" eyes* 

Their lot forbade !— nor circumscribed aloae 
Their rail Hen vices, but their tongues- confined * \ 
Forbadeto seek by honest means a 6ona, 
And food obtain for bedj or for mind ; 

The straggling pangs of conscience still to hide* 
To quench the blushes of a erim'oal t' 
Or feel the noble sting of honest pride. 
With iuoeose kindled at the muse's f 



Amid the maddening crowds' ignoble strife* 
Their thirsty spirit* erer loved to stray {. 
Along the hot, sulphuric road of life. 
They kept the* mighty uproar of their way* 

Tet even these wits from starving to protect, 
Some wealthy guHs a dish of catfish give ; 
With roast beef once a year the table's deckM, 
And on one dinner they a twelve month live. 

Their name, their years, spelt by poor Quiz's muse; 
The place of fame and elegy supply ; 
And many a bitter jest around she strews. 
To bid them in the u good old cotus" to die t 

For who to dull sobriety a prey. 
The Enmskillen's portals e f er resign'd ; 
Left the warm precincts of the bar room gayy 
Nor left a chalk or two the door behind ? 

On some rich Jfat&Hhe mii$ must aft rely ? 
Some pious drops the wits do all require ; 
E'en to the dg'il some wits would gladly fiy t 
To gain a glass of rosy liquid fire. 

For ye, who mindful of the castle's fame, 
Have in your rhymes the colonel's glory sung. 
If, chance, some other bard should ask your name* 
While ye are drinking from the hogshead's bung, 
12 
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1 Haply* tome hoary beaded host may say, ^ 

•*;Oft bate I teen them at tbe peep of dawn, 
• * Brushing the cobwebs from tbeir throats away, 
And swallowing down a most tremendous horn. 

" There at my table formed of pine and beech, 
That stands by yonder settee pretty nigh,,. 
Their listless lengths at noon tide would lbey stretch, 
And call lor nun until the cask was dry. 

14 Hard by yon door, now creaking as in scorn; ~ ' 
Gabbling their wayward fancies would they ra/e, * 
Now* drooping, woful, like a babe still born, 
Or craz'd with grog, or like n sorry knave. 

*• One morn I missed them in my bar room clean. 
Upon my chairs, and on my long settee, 
Another came— nor yet behind the skreen, 
Nor on the bench, nor at tbe bar were tbey. 

** The next, with dirges due. in sad array. 
Slow to the * * * * * gate we saw theiri borne. 
Approach and read, (if thou can's* read) tbe lay. 
Wrote on the cell their bodies now inurn. 

THE EPITAPH. 

Here rest their heads within this house of earth, 
A Jinn to fortune and to fame well known ; 
The colonel frowned not at tbeir humble worth, 
And whiskey's goddess marked them as berowiii 

Bright was their wits— their cocoa-nuts were loogj 
None but the vicious did they ever damn ; 
They gave to Mat tin a)l they had— a song ; 
Tbej gained from Martin (all tbey wished)— a dram ! 

No farther seek their merits to disclose. 
Or draw their dairies trom the cellars round ; 
(There they hi tterabling hope of cash repose, 
Nor quite above, uor yet below the ground* - 



. 
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A TALE, ' • 

The scene of which is laid in Camden, New 
Jefsey; — " it was a good thing in the time <rf - 
k," as some one says, and it will be understood 
and cause some grinning even at this day, 
among certain citizens of said city of Camden, 
and its vicinity. 

On Jeray side, at ebb of tide, 

A human corse was found. 
And many ran to'see the man, 

Suppose^ to have been drowned* 

Now Jarsey folk do love a joke. 

Nor matter* it on whom ; 
And some there are who'd fight and swear 

Upon a father's tomb. 



Josiah be the cor«e did t 

A justice stanch and hold ; 
And loved, you koow, as lawyer* do* 

The distant soord of gold. 

This limb of law bouebt ashesaw 
The stranger'* corse the first. 

That he'd a claim upon the same, 
Let Jarsey do its wont. 

Now in the street the • Sqaire did meet 

With Peter in bis way ; 
The story told— thos Peter bold, 

Ifoto the 'Squire did say : 

" Thon bast no right when Vm in sighf, 

A jory for to rail ; 
And inquest ougbtby me be brought—* 

•• »Tis my Tocatioo, Hal V 9 

The 'Squire replied with humbled pride, 

Tho' not without a frown, 
•• This very mora I thought thee'd goof 

A journey out of town !" 

Bat still the fee did seem to be 
j E'en worth some little trouble j 
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To met two parts fall speed he starts, 
The douceur straight to double. 

Now Peter was up to the laws. 

Aim! well had learnt the code 
Of Jersey wwe— aod to surprise • 

Another jury, rode* 

And seaaee the morn began to dawn, 

When Peter did appear 
With all his corps along the shore, 

Uuto the dead man near. 

And there to view Josjab too 
On dapple steed appeared, 

Which Joek'd a* gaunt as R^ioante, 
The horse by Quixotte reared* 

Josiah be, to Peter II 

(80 burot thefrundty fire) 

Said, as the cm se he strode across, 
" Tbon art a stroking liar .'" 

To Joel too Josiah flew— 

M Tboo renegade flee, 
Or 1 will sue Ihee and thy erow*»» 

This corse belongs to me ."* 

* • # * *' + 
(Here 300 sublime staaaas are omitted.] 



But Joel brave his verdict gave, 

And had his bill allowed too. 
Just as Josiah f gao to retire, 

The second iuquest through. 

STANZAS. 

ftemra af t« opining of the « BURNS TAVERN/* 

PfllLADffLPgIA, 

Lives there a son of Scotia's shore, 

Who loves not Scotia's tame ? 
Lives there a son of Scotia's show, 
W JS2 «'er will pass the friendly doo*- 

Tbattrearsberpeet^uamei 
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No— Scotia's sons can newer paj» , » 

The bououred name so dear, , - 

Ofbfm whose lips ne'er kissed tbeghu%' 

Unless his country aud bis lass 
First drank affection's tear. 

Come, ye who well his worth hare weighed. 

And ye who feeliiis flame — 
Whose tears have oft the tribute paid 
To"Af«ry, dear departed thade," 

Come—pledge hi* hallowed name. ft 

Transplanted— may tbe toft Jfe, fair, v . 

On freedom's bosom bloom j 
Confided to Colombia's care, 
It shall not wither, or despair, 

But on Columbia 'g tomb ! 

CAPE COD SONG. 

Ye Yankee tars, wbo oft bate fought 

For lire and liberty, 
Whose courage erst such prowess wrough^' 

On river, lake, and sea : 
4faee more your aid New England claimj| 
Along her rugged shores— 
She asks tbe head 
Of serpent dead. 
Who all her fish devours! 

See, see,' tbe monster opes his jaws-** 

A fearful chasm w ide ; 
Spurns, proudly spurns Nantockers law^ 

And throws Cape Cod aside ; 
Our pumpkins, lich, nutricious food! 
The monster makes bis prey— 
Nor leaves behind 
A bit of rind, 
For next thanksgiving day k 

Then, messmates, on I to glory oh I 
My boat her anchor weighs— 
Remember when the prise is won. 

How high our fame 'twill raiseJk 
Tha smiling damsels of Cape Cod 
And Marblehead so fair, 
Shall from each £sb, 
A savoury di»b 
•. Of tongues and sounds prepare Jt 
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Ceo taw infancy's glass I *ee 

Ad oaken table spread 
*Wjth pork eudtieaos, rieb hnnry, 
4 ' Aod warm ryetndtan bread; 

The desert -tee— ah, who would «o* 
To death or victory fly, 
Te-eatepaft 
OfwasoVry tart, 
% 4lr h ac k l e - be rry pye ! 

*A writer in an Albany paper, recommends 
•0 a punishment for counterfeiters, solitary 
imprisonment for life, and deeial of the use of 
ftcBiWer 

What, first imp ri so n ^ . then deny 

Of teaveoly tratb the light j 
Plunge body first to misery. 

Then spirit stakiaotght! 

forbid biai gase upon the scroll 

To frailty's offspring given ? 
*nt out tiie tight that guides the sou* 

To happiness In beaven? 

What, say that he sbaH never look 

For pardon from hi* God ; 
That virtue's path, if once forsook, 

Can never be retrod ? 

Can there exist in benan heart, 

Beveage so deeply wrought T 
Lives there a man who does not start—* 

Tea, shudder at the thoqght ? 

Ob. never, from the vilest wretch. 

Whom Justice dooflds to death, 
Shoul'f man withhold toe sacred wOfi 

Of inspiration's breath . 

It is his fast, bis only *tay, 

Within his earthly goal ; 
It is in death — come when ft may-* 

The pillow of bis soul. 



.jk :•_.. 
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PRINCETON, N. J. 

• T 

Princeton, I love at early hour. 

O'er thy green fields to roam z 
In every dell— in every bower, 

The minstrel finds a home. 

Welcome to me, thon sweetest spot 

My wandering feet have traced ; 
With nWy's flowers b<tw«icbJy fraught*** 

With wit bow brightly graced. 

.Friendship, thon dear, deluding sprite, 

I find thee here arrayed 
In robes of pure celestial light—* 

A substance — not a shade. 

Wisdom thy seal is here impressed 

Upon the lips of youth,; 
And virtue beams on beauty's breast 

In ail the light of truth. 

Majestic as the "match of mind," 

Proud science walks her way. 
Pouring upon the mental blind 

The light of reason's ray. 

Genius, thy fair enchanting form, 

The poet here may see, 
Hiding npon the dark winged stormy 

la dauntless majesty . 

Philosophy, I see thee stand 

Upon the dizzy rock, 
Grasping the lightnings in thy bandy 

Unmindful of the shock. 

Peace to thee, Princeton ! peace to& 

Who dwell within or near thee : 
.Peace to the bower — the cot— the hail 

Peace— peace forever cherr thee. 

TO 

I to»V ttiee up. a little flower," 

J.^< hurstinar into brtfc 
A'.h' whu:5; t!.*i rudely U asm* showej^ 
W mHJso5»m \, e. lU;-" k f> '-.'Ufa, " 
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I <** thee— end my bceotn.sighed 

To find thee thus depressed ; 
J saw thee— and in pity cried 

'"Come, warm thee in my. breast.** 

And long. upon my bosom warm, 

Thy drooping head has laid ; 
Tby pillow soft — thy slumbers calm— . 

And none to make afraid. 

s 

And now, wouldst thou tby happy home t 
Sweet flower ! ungrateful leave ? 

On others waste tby blest perfume. 
And leave thy friend to grieve ? 

Toon canst not prove so thankless yet— 

The thought alone would kill. 
Come— I will all thy faults forget, 

Aud Jove thee dearly still. 

THE BRANDYWJNE. 

What though upon tby flowery banks is seen 
No splendid mansion of the worldly great. 
Where honest labour, with dejected mien, 
Is doomed on purple pride and wealth to wait : 

What though along thy slowly winding stream 
No gorgeous palace meets the traveller's view-** 
No tower reflects the son's departing beam, 
Or glitters bright with Cynthia's gems of dew a 

Th) shores, O. Brandywine ! can proudly bca& 
Of sons who spurned oppression's galling chain ; , 
Who trembled not wbeu every hope was lost*— 
Save in the sword and mighty aim of Wayne! 

Tby hills, tby rales, thy deep embowering glades, 
BeheW tfee^ plume ot usurpation low ; 
Heard the loud din of freedom's clanging bladfes 
Peal, living peal, the requiem of the foe ! 

l*o v'd stream, adieu !- perchance in future <lay 
His song some native bard may proudly swell. 
And war scarred veterans listen to the lay 
Whose numbers wild their glorious deeds fcbajl^jjj. 
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THE FUDGE FAMILY 

In Philadelphia, or a New-Year's Lelter r 
from Mr. Benjamin Fudge, Jun. in the city, to 
his brother RobertJFudge, in the country. 

[INTERCEPTED.] 

Dear Bob, 

Prona my soul, I sincerely repent 
OT the insult I offered last 41 mid iy in lent ; 
Bat you know. Bob, hour anxious I am while I lit* 
To live by forgiving, tho* I've not much t< give i 
So I not? sit me down, by my old oaken (able, 
To write you a letter, as well as I'm able— 
Indulging the hope, that you'll kit*! Iy excuse 
1 The blunders that follow the tail of »y mute ; 
That yonr Bobsbip will read the contents of my letter, 
An<j swear to yourself jjou could ne'er write a better ; 
So now 'cross your hose let your spectacles straddle, 1 

(Your nose. Bob, by heaven's ! a fine looking saddle !) { 

Place the Jamp on the stand — take a pinch of rappee, , * 

Then read to the public a letter from iu I 

THE LETTER. 

Dear Bob, l m 

By the powers I Pd grndge not a shilling 
Bid you know how to practice the method of Bitt-lag I » 

*> Billing !' what's Billing ! like courting I 'spoie-~ 
M Or winning a prize with the loss ol a frose ! 
No such >thing, Brother Bob. by the mouthful I'm eating 
'Tis nothing on earth but a saje way of cheating: 
A dear, happy knack, like Yankee stock jobbing, 
Of picking a pocket and swear His not robbing ; 
Oh* Bob, bow I wish you would pay us a visit, 
There's every thing here, now, so nice and ewftuslte I 
And Money ! Ob, Lord I 1 why I saw t'other day g> 

A bundle o\ Notes, like a cart-load of hay ; — 
And then they're so cheap ! for a dollar bard rhino, 
You can buy 99* as the Public, and I know ! 
Ob, Bob, what a shame to stick yourself down, 
Like a frog in a tvell m a poor country town ! 

Justttirow off your bomespuu, and fly to the city, * 

We'll make you a Dandy, laced up tight and pretty ; j 

** A Dandy !"— Oh. yes, Bob ; a Dandy genteel— 
Laced tight a la wood, a la bone, a la steel t 
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three Trerchieft wound tight round the neck like a bailer, 
• rnlem tec dear fashion should soon chance to alter,) 
Witta Deal little coat, in the shape of a fiddle. 
You'll look a* genteel as a Wasp, in the middle ! 
A»d then for rour fob, a Watch a la France, 
A Hat a la Btl\ and a Leg a la Lanee I 
Pantaloons treble reefed, qnite prepared for a squall, 
A Cane, to pick up your tfnve should it fall : 
Odds bte** iw. Dear Bob, how tbe damsels would sigh, 
As tbey sair thro' your *!as< the quiz of your eve ! 
How their dear little bosoms with rapture would swell at 
The sight of the Block 'neath your high bearer Bell-flat ! 
How jealous the low woubj gaze on his dearest, 
My«ii to her bosom should chance to get nearest ; 
The husband ! poor devil, iryon sbouM appear, 
And whtsf>er a word in his wife's curious ear. 
A challenge ensues »— ah. tliprp lies the glory ! 
£nmortalised—wounded--remembered tu story I 
Puffed in tlie paprr>— inviteil to dioe ! 
. A wit with tbe Ladies— a Dandy divine ! 
Now. Bob, don't it set all your blood in a ripple. 
To learn bow to dance, ami to sing, and to ti ipple t 
To cut up vour capers, come down in 3 minute, 
Or the devil biuiNt If, must surelv be in it. 

But before I conclude now, I'll spur up my tnnse, 
To canter or tiot you a jig of the NEWS ! 
And too' my dear Bob. I hare more things to write 
Than yoo would peruse n a year and a night, 
£11 give yon at many as I can remember 
Fran the last d-y of Mar* b to the last of Decemner ; 
And if error's escape me, why. Bob. nerer mind, 
The mau who don't err, is not of mv kind ! 
Perhaps you hare beard— as it happened so late ' 
That the Yankee Sea Serpent has broken his pate ; 
In iti iring to jump like a toad upon dry land. 
He foundered in mud, on C onnecticut Mand ! 
T'wonld done your heart goo<l, bad you seen all tbe capers 
His nxTjpsty cut in the New England papers 1 

b 1aU USbt ~ b °* be swam "~ no,,r ne whisked round bis 
And broke, in a jiffey, the back of a WkaU l 

E 6 J 1 .*?!* r ° uod toWl "hen the ttarpooner struck It, 
defied all Cape Cod, and challenged Nantucket ! 
How he peeped o'er tbe stern of each vessel that neared M1B. 
And how like the devil the fishermen feared biro J 
There s a queer kind of story I've heard or I'm wromi. 
W araras at tbe westward not ten inches Jong : 

tSTak °S her " *° $*&* and *° broad * * od so d «*P. 

I hat the largest of mammoths within Uiem migntsleep? 
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And then there's a spring, that <wce set on fire. 
Blazed high up as Etna— perhaps something higher f 
An# trees, in; Dear Boh, (if the papers doot lie O,) . 
On whose limbs you may swing clear across the Ohio! 
With wood altogether the farmer dispenses. 
And rails in his land with good Cucumber fences ; 
From the shell of a pumpkin a pig sty be forms* . 
To shield all his pork from the rain and the storms 
A corn stock, dissevered, a ladder supplies. 
And the boip of a beet is his grave when he dies ! 

There's Jackson I bis name I must mention by all mean* 
The bravest Unit fought at the battle of Oi leans ; 
You must know, Brother Bob. that to kick up a riot, 
(If they try it again we'll spnd them to Dyott.) 
The Seminole Indians, the Spaniards and blacks, 
Resolved to cut capers on other men's hacks; 
So our President, James, in his auger decreed. 
That Jackson the Spaniards and Indians ^ho^pld bleed ! 
But J-«— u soon tho't that the plan he might alter, 
And, 'stead of a Lancet, made use of a HALTER ! 



Now, Bob, 1 must stop— for my ink is all out, 
HXy pen's but a stump, and I'm sick with the gout J 
The famine of Pocket ! ah who can combat it ! 
Too' -cadi is so plentf ! yet I cant get at it — 
Unless, thro' your kind interference, the FEELING 
Should give me a little to keep me from stealing ; 
And that this be the case, with a sigh the most fervent, 
I remain. 

My Dear Bob, 

The public's kind servant. 

Mrs. Entwistle — The Actress. 

Nature exhaiMed, once resolv'd to rest ; 
But ere her head the downy pillow prest, 
Bethought who best — who most devoid of art t 
She might select to act her every part — 
When lo ! a form in modest garb array'd, 
Around the coueh her nmn'rou* gambols played ; 
Now wore her cheek, of joy, the ruddy glow, 
' Ho* moist with tears, proclaimV some hidden wo ; 
Then mimicking the ravings of despair, 
8he wept, and shriek'd, and pluck'd her tangled hair I 
In sooth so well the various parts she play'd^ 
So true each passion of the soul portray'd, 
Th' adopted child of Nature she became, 
And here on earth Entwistle is her name. 



Digitized by 



Google 



144 ' THE LIFE OP 

A FRAGMENT. * . 

i Come on that wasting canker of the heart, 
That deadly, nameless bitterness ol soul. 
Which pre?*, unsatisfied on all the hopes 
Oi >ooiforr and of happiness on earth I 
Curse on that foul, malignant, hateful fiend. 
Whose fcetid breath, the flower of virtue blights ; 
. Who Uvims his burning lips in sowow f s tears, 
And •• tattms on the miseries of mankind . 
Behold Ins eye ! a quenchless -park of hell 
Lay* on its ebon centre burning ;* 
lx>ve, honour, friendship, from his presence uy. 
Dreading the "deep damnation oi bis taking oH. 
Hp breathes— the opening bud of beauty dies . 
He weep*— the petrifying stream unfelt, 
Drops on the heart, and congelates the soul. 



—They love ; 

Their souls are twined and rlvetted together f 
Their tips the amicable treaty seal ; 
But Envy, stronger than the arm of death * 
And more revengetul than the sentinel 
Of Pluto's dark domain, advances near, ■* 

" And blasts, with one pestiferous tigh, 
AH, all their hopes of happiness below— 
And had not heaven, in mercy, limited 
His hellish spite and power to earth alone, 
Ere this, he'd mounted on infernal wings. 
And preyed upon their Wiss in Pabadisb ! 

« Time and Chance happen to aft." 

There's a chance for the soldier, tho' never so brave,. 
On the field of his glory to sink in the grave, .^ 

There's another chance too, that be safe may come W* 
With a cart-load of laurels— of rupees a lack I 

There's a chance for the lawyer to live by bis wits* 
And a chance for the gambler to win by his Mt« 
There's another chance too that the gambler may tose* 
And the neck of the lawyer fiad room in a nom* 

* «• A spark of bell lies turning on his eye/' 

Pibrpont's Aifts of Pai4WTiK». 
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— * 

There's a chance for the sailor a prisetnip to take, 
And lehanee for a whirlwind to come in hit ssafct-; 
There'** chum* on the ocean a treasure to win, * 
And a cham* too thai Neptune amy have it agtln. . 

Toere'sa chance for mechanics to live by their tattle* 
And another ebaoce too that their ekecks Won't he paid * 
There** a chance for (he sexton. eo to* by the dead* 
And a ehaoee that he sometimes goes hungry to bed* 

i 

There's a chance for the doctor to lire by the Hick* 
And a chance that the • mkiUhoru* the doctor may*** ; 
There's a chance f or the drunkard to live on food wine, 
And a chance for the hangman to give bin aline* 



There's a chance for the poet to starve on bis r h y me* 
And a chance for the vet'ran to beg in hard timet. 
There's a time and a chance for all men on theoarth> 
To him that is wretched, and him foil of tmrtfa. 



Bat of chances and times in this world to be I 

And I've travelled and travelled it more than half fOfmd) 

There's no chance so row, if the troth J must say. 

As the ehance that Subcrimrs the faiNTEa will paf t - 

~ IMITATION OF ANAC£EON MOORE* 

There's one I love— aod she is fair 

And lovely as the morn ; 
Sweet as the rose that scents the air 9 

And blooms without a thorn. 

There's one I love— and she is pore 

As Hermon's holy dew ; 
Chaste as the snows of Zembla's snore* 

Yet warm and am'roustoo. 

There's one I love— and she is mild 

As evening's latest sigh ; 
Modest as nature's bnmblest child. 

And bright as snmmet's sky. 

I love her, but can never wed— 

Ah, sad, desponding youth ! 
For, oh, this beanteoas, heavenly 

Has lest an vmn. tooth, 
IS 
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MY COUNTRY. 

n^Bx&tU refuge, and the stranger's home . t 

A Wnd I know, upon whose generous soil 
•The flowers of lore and friendship evei bloom « 
• Where peace end plenty bless the labourer's toH. 
And misery's children find a welcome home. 

Here bounteous nature, from her ample store; 

rrolosely spreads her choicest dainties round ; 
Here want, distracted, shuns the peasaDt's door, 

And penury's startling foot prints are not fomtf . - 

ThU peaceful spot of rich and fertile earth, 
. Tiwciiow congenial to the patriotsouj : 
Tta, .this I halt the eonmrr of my birth, 
Where fires the light npon my beiog stole. 

'^J?™»!!L ,ld .^ cfe frieodRhi P> P*«*. and love, 
' *£°£ ^"l * ,ibcrt * de, ^ht to roam ; * 

-5L *!* **»* "1*°** shores shall ever prove 
dike etiU'e refitge, and the Granger's home* 

FATE OF THE COTTAGE. 

Ohrwhere Isthe cottage, so humble and blest, 
Where the minstrel might rest lor awhile ? 

And where is the maiden f cfasp'd to my breast 
And lived in the light of her smile f ' * 

Ob, where is the yew-tree, whose wide spreading arm. 

P'er-shadow'd the home of the poor T S 

And wbeae is the watchdog that gave the "alarm, 

Eie a stranger might open the door 1 

A& tl^iT d ,t9g rr n ,e * ?e * *■ Aground i 



The dark winding forest around; 

The cot is a rum ! the watch-dog is dead— 
*he garden with thistles run o'er. 

And 'neatb the wild thorn-bush forever are laid 
W»e limbs of the false Loaiwoa E j ""* 
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THE SLANDERER OF PUTNAM. 

What. Putnam toward I Breathe it not 

On Banker's bloody hefgbt ; 
A thousand ghosts the lie would Mgt» 

Ar.d hurl thee from their sight; 
A Wares*'* dust, that slumbers there* * 
* Would from its casement burst. 
Tea find a tongue that sbmild declare 

The slanderer's name accurst. 



What, Putnam coward ! Breathe it not 

Where savage nations roam ; 
The wasting flame the lie would blot— 

They'd scalp tijee in the tomb ; 
Die, slauderer, die IJhy martial feme 

Is past— lor ever gone J 
A nation blushes o'er thy shame— 

Thou art a nation's scorn ! 



SOUP. 



What i* it in the wintry day, 
Wben Sol emits no cheering ray. 
Can warm and moisten mortal clay ? 
Good, wholesome soup. 

What is it smooths the peasant's brew. 
And gives bis cheek, tho' cold as snow, 
A ruddy, warm and pleasiug glow ? 
Good, wholesome soup. 

* What is it gives the poor outcast. 
Shrinking beneath misfortune's blast, 
A luscious, cheap and rich repast ? 
Good, wholesome soup. 

O, ye who drink your sense away, 
Whene'er you to the tavern stray, 
Instead of wine to warm your clay, 
O, try a bowl of soup. 



n 
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THE GRAVE OF DENtflR 

Ah, who li fee that sleepetb here, 
v Where rote oor filly blo6in ? 

Wbatspot thai secoietb lone and drear; 

What weed eocircled tomb ? 
1 bear the voice of answering wo : 
** IoMDortal Dairst* sjeeps below/' ^ 

Strainer, that treadest o'er this mtood, 

Reseember who is laM 
Beoeath the eoM, but hallowed ground, 

Wbereor. toy foot baa strayed j 
Check not the crystal offering dear** 
The dast of Dsh aia stombereth here. 

Te virsJos, to thia turf repair* 

And deck yow poet's aro ; ' 
Drop on the irreath affection's tear, 

TboaaUeatry retoro: 
Lot ail your steps be soil and alow— » 
Retocmber Beams sleeps be tew. 

T« leans of song, who hither eoaae* 
Yoar harpa with eypeeta »iwiaec% 
Ofcbytbcipsilemontbetosnb-- 
_ ± aaoTHaa*e bare enshrined » 
Ko earthly strata ahooM dare to how; 
lwambar t Bmtseftaef* befew. 

♦ SONG, 

The lent kttb Cot atthefootcf the Hit. 
Wale, Jjarp offfew. England ! awake to the prate 

Where the tbrnsbaod the robin their merry Botes rajaa. 
By the waters of Schuylkill, so calm and so clear : ^ 
, woen the auntie of night overshadows the plain, 
^tbewpbyrscarce dimples the free of the rih\ 

1M Ida* little cot at the tot of the hity 
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*Twas here for a refuse, with her hi; loved belt, 

On tbe pinions of love to tbe cottage be flew, , 

And found an asylum of safety and rest, 

Safe, safe iu tbe arms ot a merciful few ; 

Tben here, when the shadows of eve steal along. 

And the voice 01 the tbrusb and the robin is stifl, * 

Then, harp of New-England ! ob, cheer with thy soife 

Tbe blest little cot, 

The dear little cot, 
The bipe little cot at tbe foot of tbe bill. 

May contentment still smile, and peace ever reign 
In tbe dwelling whose portals unbar to the poor; 
Where the minstre 1 his sung never chanted to Vain, 
*And sorrow, unsootbed, never turned from the doors 
Then here, when the shadows of eye steal along, 
And the voice of the thrush and the robin is still. 
Then, harp of New- England ! oh, cheer with ttgr aoffc 

Tbe swee* little cot, 

The dear little cot, 4 

Tbe lone little cot at the foot of the MIL * 

GENERAL JACKSON. 

. Hail to tbe Hero of tbe West ! 
The dauntless ofciefef Orleans' plain s 
He ever comes a welcome guest. 
Who never drew bis sword in vain. 

Peace, peace forever to the brave, 
Who fought and fell by Jackson's side K 
Who sleep within one hallowed grave— 
Their country's J>oast— their country's pri^jjf 

/Twine, twine around tbe hero's brew 
A fadeless wreath, by "Beauty," wave A 
Woman ! for you he struck the blow- 
To shield your fame—to win your love.i 

Yet, shameful truth 4— there live on earth, 
Who seek fb blast his well earn'd fame j 
Who sicken while they teel his worth, " 
And madden when they hear his name* 

*> Poor, worthless reptiles ! still go on-*? 
Eject your venoms-vent your spite | 
Ye did the same to Washington \ 
Tben soflfe to infant) and night 
iS* 
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KAT^ANDJO. 

Betid* the ttobbltet; Brandy wisa* 

Their bmwbte dwelling rose i 
Tbcivyasri thejesiMiioe 

Around Us pottals close ; 
* And sheltered by a friendly oak 

From aft the winds that blow, 
ato sorrows yet the piece had broke 

Of happy Kam and Jo. 

1W dream of power, the hope of wealtifc. 

Had ne'er disturbed their rest ; 
The rosy smile of joy end health 

Was alt that they possessed ; 
Ro more they wished >-the daily «**•* 

Might seldom farther go. 
Than just to ask the gracious care 
* Of heaven. O'er Katb and Jo. 

I saw then enee ;— a traveller waris* 

Unto their cot I strayed j 
A happier pair, the rosy mora 

Hhought had ne'er sarvey'd ! 
And when the parting hour drew neaf» 

That bade ose oawafd ge, 
Qobiddeo rose the secret prayer- 

To heaven, for Kate and Jo. 

Alas ! .how changed !— The homble ot% v 

That rose beside the stream. 
In ruin tisAs— -remembered not* 

•r only at a dream; - 
u Beneath the elm the wretched pair 

Are laid forever low ; 
The Acinous* rises on the wreck*-? 

The wreck of Kati and Jo. 

EPITAPH, 

tyr a »ocV*r wdo hao bbss -a sbokm A*fcfcf» 
Hare ties the powder of a doctor's bonef* 
Vftyhm time bath pulvtritcd between *»e ttotfyj 
Potions and pills in vain he mixed together, 

Stride shruulwtp a shrivelled piece of km* 
% ath, amaring warm, his JtoZftoneeveaingf 
J|ftd in this on** at Mtf, his bofy cupped / 

. * Near West Chester, fonosylv ania* 
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%m DIE OUT* AND BIS DBUGS. 

a va*9 or tout*. 

A tick matt to Uw doctor cum, 

la hopes to find a cart 
lor some disease without a name* 

And this siekmao was poor. 

feme ninety dollars worth be bought, 

And strait way home he bled} 
Bat ere the promised care wan wrought 

The poor man pined and died £ 

One bottle of the doctor's tivff. 

Atone the patient drained ; 
But this it teems bad proved enough-** 

Of course the reet remained 5 

When In the ground the mao was laid* 

And all had ceased to mown. 
What drugs were left hie kindred weighed. 

That Jbejr might back return. 

Into the doctor's shop they sped, 
And did the theme discuss : . 

* Here are your drags—our friend isdtad^- 

They are no use to us. 

» 

" We bow return them safe and sound 

As first from yon they came. 
And hope you will the cash refund, 

And thus enhance your fame.*' 

The doctor grinned— but loath to show 
OfcAartfya lack, 

* IH tell ye what/' says be, "I'll do— 
1*11 take theoottfc* back, 

~ s * **Aud pay ye at the ftholesak price 
For all that flow remain ; 
But though the drags I know are ntee, 
I can't take them again !" * 

«* Thus has this monster boarded vealtn, 

Thns has he robbed the poor ; 
tthus sported with the rich man's beeJEfe 
And made destruction sure. ^^ 
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Ob, sfeau the house where death is sold 

At prires viude to suit 
The man who $litiers o'er with gold, 

Or him with balk' a boot. 

Doubt not mr ta e, for it is true 

- 4* eter yet was *un* ; 
Aod though to all it be not new, 
« II came i'roin honour's tougce. 

Lei fiends torment my hod* h*re f 
The gibbet or the rack — 

Let suakes my flesh I'rom off me tear. 
But save me from a q*uack ! 



ihom the nw tore statesjiav, . 

AMERICAN LITERATURE* 

The recent compliments paid to American 
writers in Europe, by re-publishing their works 
and speaking in a very favourable manner of 
their merits, as well as the daily exhibition of 
talent at home, afford the most gratifying 
proofs, that the literary reputation of the Uni- 
ted States is rapiHly improving. Within a 
few months, we have noticed repeated instan- 
ces oi the liberality, or more properly the jus- 
tice, of foreigners towards the science and lit- 
erature of this country, as in the cases of Ho- 
sack, Irvine, Brown, Cooper, and Schoolcraft. 
Even the poetry of our newspapers has attract- 
ed attention in Europe. The wild flowers, 
gathered from the American Parnassus, by the 
hand of Florio, have been mingled with • the 
choicest productions of European climes ; and 
the effusions of our poetical correspondent, 
the Boston Bard, have been deemed worthy of 
a re-publication beyond the Atlantic. Our p*> 
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etical resources are at present abundant ; aad, 
tike domestic manufactures, need nothing but 
patronage and encouragement, to bring them 
t# perfection. In the long list of young and 
promising bards, we must not forget our dis- 
tant ahd highly esteemed correspondent Adri- 
an, from whom we received a whole package 
of favours, one of which will this evening be 
found in the poet's corner. 

The breese Is seaward— and iraforl'd 

' The Albiou's streamers fly ; 

She glides to greet another world, * 

A still serener iky. 
Another world ! prophetic word ! 

How quickly verified ; 
la ocean's depth's the Albion's moor'd— 

The Albion, ocean's pride. 

And where are they whose bosoms swell'! 

With rapture to depart f 
The mountain billows overwhelms), 

They perished— heart to heart. 
The tall barque quick asunder torn* 

*' O God I" the stifled prayer } 
The morning came— alas ! the mora 

Saw but the waters there. 

And he* who 'mid the bloody strife. 

Trod safe the tented ground. 
To ocean's rage resigns his lire. 

The wave his shroud and mound. 
Here beauty, virtue, love, and truth* 

Became of death the prey ; 
And innocence and Joyous youth 

Have wioged to heaven their way. 

O thou dread Being I in whose power 

And mercy, mortals trust, 
Mortals, frail creatures of an boor, ^ 

Whose tenement h dust ; 
O heal the wound which Thou hast 

And dry the mourner's tear, 
And where thy band is heaviest bid, 

Let mercy be most near. 
- * Gen* Lefevrc DesDouettes, 
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[Here follows the criticisms of one Wuxx^h 
Ray, Editor of a literary paper, published at 
Geneva, N. Y. and who semi-yearly informs 
thfft public that he was once in servile bondage 
in Algiers, and did'nt fe^d half bo sumptuously 
as his talents deserved ! — Now, be it known, 
that I u have seen several pieces of Mr, Ra^ 
verse, " and shall close my hasty notice, by 
observing that they were all below mediocrity, 
and, as Pat would say perhaps a little lower ! — 
M The foregoing remarks are made with the 
utmosfrgood humour, and with no intention to 
injure the reputation of any one/'] 

THE CRITICISM. 

We would just hint to our friend Mr, -Carter, 
or rather to our friends. Carter and Prentiss, 
that it would be well for them, in the laudable 
zeal to encourage American Poets, to be more 
careful in selecting specimens from bards 
whom they compliment, than they were in giv- 
ing the above. For if such poetry as this 
should " be deemed worthy of a re-publication 
beyond the Atlantic," we should still question 
its merits. 

The last line of the first stanza is very weak 
and unmeaning. " The Albion, (hearts pride" 
It must have been a strange sort of pride in old 
Neptune to bear on his angry bosom the fair 
little Albion to swift destruction. The object 
is too highly magnified, and of course rendered 
ridiculous. 

In the second stanza, 'sweWd 9 and 'overwhelm- 
ecT are introduced as correct rhyme. Bad. 



; iti ^ h „Gc 



THE BOSTON BARD, 150 

In the third stanza, * WcP though often used 
as an abreviation of amtrf, is quite inelegant 
In would have been much better ; and 

4 The wave his shroud and mound/ is .worse 
and worse, for we cannot suppose that the 
General would have been dreaming of fortifi- 
cations or breast works in the depths of the 
ocean, and we believe * mound' is no where 
used as meaning a grave or tomb,the most pro- 
per place for a dead man. In the fifth and 
sixth lines of the same stanza there is too 
much truthythe word being made to rhyme with 
itself. But this might have been a mistake of 
the proof-reader. • • 

The last stanza ends without a climax, and 
with a very feeble line. 4 Let mercy be most 
near.' But as the poet prays for mercy, so far 
as it relates to our remarks, we shall grant the 

Setition, and close our hasty notice of the 
oston Bard, by observing that we have seen 
several pieces of his poetry a little above me- 
diocrity, and no more, his but justice how- 
ever, to add, that we have seen but very few 
of this Bard's productions, and that he may 
have written many things worthy of the high- 
est praise, unknown to us. Florio too, has al* 
most shared the fate of the poor Albion in 
chanting her requium. — The subject seems to 
be an unfortunate one ; for in every attempt 
which we have seen there is almost as much 
cause to pity the poet as the erew of the Albion 
— both have sunk. 

The poem of Adrian spoken of in the above 
notice by our literary friends, is in our opinion 
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most excellent, excepting one fault After 
(fainting his mistress, from hearsay, as *11 per- 
fection — all imiocence-r-and as chaste in 
thought as an angel, he makes her 

« Dark tresses wave around, 
With mauy • careless wanton braid.* 

The author was certainly a little 'careless' 
in choosing the word ' wanton ;' hut we shall 
give the whole poem, and see if its beauties 
do not far outweigh the defects* The forego- 
ing remarks are made with the utmost good 
humour, and with no intention to injure the 
reputation or wound the feelings of any one. 
The brightest specimens of British poetry are 
not without their black spots, and it would be 
strange indeed if American poetry should be 
less faulty. — For the literary acquirements, 
the native genius, and the correct taste of Mr. 
Carter and his co-partner Mr. Prentiss, the 
Editor of this paper has the highest respect, 
and he presumes that the hurry of business, 
and not the want of sagacity, was the cause of 
their overlooking the blemishes in the poems 
published in their ably conducted and highly 
useful paper. 

THE WHITE MOUNTAIN ROSE, 

What, all alone, and not decayed ! 

Not ooe bright tint of beauty gone f 
lit modest lustre still array 'd, ?'~~ 

8titt blooming chaste and lovely od t- 
Bo fair a flower my band shall never 
From mountain brow, or valley sever. 
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Gem of the motmtahi'e cheerless brow t 
Flower of the rode, uncultured height* 

Ob, never on thy breast of snow * 

May autumn's ebi fling mantle light. 

Withered the hand whose touch shall ever 

From parent stem thy beauty sever. 

Bfaonron, bloom on t sweet louely flower! 

Unseen, thy lily leaves unibfd : 
Though bleak and chill Ury native bower* 

The In-east nf man is still more cold. 
Withered the hand, whose touch shall ever J 
From mountain brow tby beauty sever, 

STANZAS. 

OH, WOULD THAT ON SO** PSSERT WILP, &£ 

Ob, would that on some desert wttf. 

That never sunshine knows-* 
By human footstep undented. 

My habitation rose. 

The flowery vale, the bill, the lawn* 

No more my soul delight ; 
No more I hail the rosy dawo 

Of heaven's returning light. 

The starless sky— the midnight hour* " 

To me are dearer far, * 
Than beauty's lamp in. beauty's bower. 

When Venus mounts her ear* 

This breast, this breast is tenantlest** 
Weighed, weighed with grief and car*} 
v Alone in its own wretchedness, 

My spirit in despair. j 

In woman's faith, in woman's vowa, 

Thia foolish heart believed ; 
This foolish heart no pleasure knows** 

It trusted— was deceived. 



Ob, wonld mat on some desert wild. 
That never snmhine knows— 

By human footsteps undefited, 
My habitation rose. 
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STANZAS, 

to the of ncnti or van amb&icjji iav^ 

To cniela. who ride the foamy wt?e 

And spare the howling storm, 
Who death io rvnry ibape dare brave, 

Aod imtle at danger 's form — 
Ob* lor a moment de%p to hear 

The muse's humble lay ; 
Qh, for a moment leod an ear. 

Not two with scorn away. 

Brave are ye aN— noon braver e'en- ** 

. Hath ocean's bosom boroe ; 

Unknowing what it i* to fear. 
The coward soul ye acorn j 

Humane unto a captive foe- 
Kind to the wounded tar ; 

Example fcir to all ye show, 
Amidst destructive war, 

Bear now yoor faults— yea, bearjoartfeaMferr 

For troth the muse must sine ; 
And, too' yon should her candour Mante* 

Home she your faults roust bring; 
Aod know, it is a sailor'a mnse 

That sweeps for you her lyre, 
{That to you all your foHy shown, 

Tot would not court your ire. 

Your strength, your lives, your cottntij 1 * are-*- 

Ye should ber bulwark be ; 
And only should your bosoms bare 4 

Unto her enemy ; 
But, ah I how oft the field ye seek 

To take a brother'* life ; 
fa trifling word— in insult weak 

Find cause for deadly strife, 

0b, 'Us a tool, unseemly blot 
* Upon your well-earned fame f- 
It cannot— cannot be forgot, 

Tbo'.ne'er so Io? ed your name > 
Htflrtl, ye chiels of ocean's wave J 

The murderous scheme forego ; 
*£our country hath pronounced ye brar*-* 

tfignt but that country's we f 
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Oh, wipe away the horrid staid. 

Its hue lest Europe see ; 
Victorious prore upon the main-* 
- Your country's hope are ye ! 
The hasty word learn to forgive, m 

As ye would be forgiven 
B> Him in whom 3 e move and five* 

The , God of earth and beaven. 

SONG. 

Where'er the pen of enterprise 
Has dared to write her fame, 
Tho v on the arch that props the skie% 

There shines Columbia's name ! 
Where science's sun has leut its rays, 

Where genius e'er has Rhone ; 
Where valor's self has dared to gase* 
Colombia's fame is known. 
chorus. 
SfnonymatiR forever be 
Columbia— Valor— Liberty. 

Tbe wreaths that round our templet 

The stars our flag that gem. 
Were plucked from usurpation's plume, 

From Britain's diadem ; 
And never shall those wreaths decaf 

Or on our templet fade. 
Till earth and sea shall pass away, 
' And heaven itself has fled. 
OHeavs. 
Synonymous shall ever be 
Columbia— Valoi— Liberty. 

The rights for which our sires have Men* 

The soil their valor won. 
We'll still defend till life has fled, 

Or set creation's sun : 
lfci* flag, we swear, hball never be 

Soiled by a (of man's breath; 
Its stars shall light to victory 

Or to tbe bed of death 
chorus. 

Synonymous forever be 
Columbia— Valor— Libert/, 
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IMPROMPTU. 

<P FIBWIVa Ma. WILLtAMS's AH ATOMIC AL PRKPAEATlOff IN WAX. 

te He ciin< tbci fttond, insulting Atheist eame ! 
Beheld the figure formed in human mould,: 
Wore then bin cheek the deepening tinge of shane* 
As to bis view the meer parts unfold. 

TwasBjrt the blnfh which modest eirtoe wears* 

Cbat o'er his pallid cheek unhidden stole) 
beo to its gazr the careful Artist bares 
The habitation of thr human soul I 

Jfo— 'twas the conscious folly of a thought 

To doubt th* existence of a power supreme ; 

That "duuue" atone the wood'roe* structure frrough^ 

That tool and bode were alike a dream t 

Go, then, proud Infidel I whoe'er thou art«~ 
The dread machinery of We survey f 
* Cootictioo cannot Jail to reach thy heart. 
And impious doubtings flee, like mist, away. 

* 

Thtf fbltowihg stanzas, addressed to a little 
•blind girl, daughter of the editor of the Village 
Record, derive an interest from the feet of the 
types being once composed by the little girl 
becselC 

Mourn not that beared to thee denied 

Its glorious light to see ; 
For, calm as summer's silent tide, 
Th? days on earth shall peaceful glide* 

from vice and fbUj free. 

Mourn no* that thou may'st never ga*o 

On aught of scenes below ; 
Bow would it grieve thy heart to trace ' 
Upon a well-beloved face, , 

Toe tear of Wasting wo. 

Mourn not— thou soon shaft ulge thy fiigbfe 

To regions far away ; 
And bea?en restoring tbew thy sigjUi 
1>y eyes shall open no the light 

Of an eternal day.. 
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The following comparatively lengthy V^% 
*was Written very hastily some years sine*} in 
the city of Philadelphia. It is hoped the sen- 
timeats it breathes may, in a measure} 6(tafc 
for its numerous defects. 

WILLIAM PENN, 

A POEM. 

From one who now enjoys tht blessing wrought, 

By him who " practised all the good he taught jfi 

By him whose doctrine pure, whose gentle twaft 

Taught tb f rode Indian mercy to obey ; 

Whose dauntless soul no earthly ill could fright t 

Or turn his zeal from what he deemed was rights 

By him who fortune* pomp, and power resigned^ 

To glorify his Goo, and bless mankind*— 

Accept the meed tb* unlettered muse bestow*. 

The song that from a grateful minstrel lows* 

Let charity his onmerous errors hide. 

And friendship turn the critic shaft aside. 

Tain were the hope, in the uncultured m:n4» 

Th' full-blown flowers of classic soil to fiod * 

The diamond, in a pure and polished state, 

Its value owes to lustre — not to weight; 

And at the best, 'tis bnt a paltry gem. 

If only shaped to deck a diadem ; 

But 1 , if for useful purposes designed. 

It needs as tittle lustre as the mind. 

Mistake me not— I do not mean to gay. 

That labour's thrown upon the mind away ; 

So far from this, I deem no task severe, 

That tends from Genius' soil the weeds to cloufc 

But if the flowers of Fancy only bloom, 

To waste.on foreign earth their rich perfume* 

'Twere better tar the taies around them stood$ 

If these but save them from ingratitude. 

For me, where'er my rustic muse shall stray. 

Still shall my country claim her sweetest lay 9 

•r where Ohio rolls her sit? er stream along, * 

And nature's minstrels pour the varjiugsong} 

•r where Niag'ra's voice is beard around, 

And bill and mountain echoes back the teun^ 

Still shall the virtues of my native laod 

'Tfce grateful tribute of her hard demand > 
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Wet ail the gems Golconda can bestow, 
Shalt tempt my mike to join ber country's fee v 
Broke be the harp that adulation pays, 
• Preferring wealth to bumble virtue's praise^ 
, Forever sWent be the recreant lyre • 
That borrows light from honor's funeral pyre. 
] may he rash — too warm, perchance, my seal ? 
If so, fbrgiv e*=-I speak but what T feel. 

- , Spirit of Song ! that oft in earlier days 
" To mad ambition « welled the notes of praise ; 
Spirit of Song ! thai erst of battles told. 
And erst for wealth thy independence sold ; 
Way, bartered oft the patriotic tide 
Of reeling, for the purple robe of pride— 
Once more awake f to independence wake I 
And from the chains of grovelling avarice break ; 
Cast off the fetters that ingloriouf bind 
To ghttering dirt the majesty of nhnd ! 
free as the breeze that fliesjhe deep along, 
Breathe o'er the world the sweet, the grateful atttg: : 
To lands remote, where nature's children roam. 
The earth their bed, the boundless wilds their oome^ 
Chant, chant to them the uumbers smooth of verse— i 
To them, of PENN, the friendly deeds rehearse* 
Nor less to those of Afrie's sultry clime. 
Send forth the strain of minstrelsy sublime ; 
Tell tbero, where'er exists the race of Penn, 
That they are free — enjoy the rights of men ; 
Proclaim from north to south, from east to west, 
A spot there is where Afric'isous are blest ; 4 
A spot whose fertile fields, whose verdant meads, 
To bathe their flowers, no shower of sorrow needs / # 
No briny diops the climate mild requires. 
No rending sighs to fan ambition's ores ; 
X?o crraixon scourge its freedom to secure 
fto sweat of blood its bosom to manure. 
Tell them, the wretch no mercy here will find* 
Who •• fattens on the miseries of mankind ;"' 
Whose sordid spirit walks the ocean wave, 
BU fellow -man— his brother to eoslave ; 
Who dares to mingle in the holy cup 
% The tears of wo. and drink the mixture up / 

Who heedless, treads upon his victim's grave, 
• And boasts of freedom while he owns a slate 1 

Tell ^f\n, the church in here the good man's car**** 
$ft> blighting curse precedes bis holy prayer; 
Ho trv >/ne K blasphemous, may religion mock— 
J$o cj> asc u ds for vengeance ou his liock i 
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Tel? there, that mercy here her throne has set, 
And justice's swond with mercy's tears is wet ; 
Tell— tell them, that the sett where PcrfN ha* trod* - 
To all tpankini is free to worship Goo ; 
That here, the sabbath it, to all their rate, 
A day of rest— of peace— of hope— of grace. 

********** 

What time the barque, to PgNftstxvA.viA*»gbere*" 
Her freight of mercy, truth* and virtue bore ; 
What time hei sails the joyous seamen fulled, 
And gated with rapture on the new-born world, 
The frightful panther lurked the woods among. 
The wolf's loud howl through all the forest rung, 
The boding raven croaked from tree to tree, 
The bear doiniuion claimed from tea to sea ; 
The war whoop broke upon the cradle's sleep, 
The >ell distracting echoed o'er the deep; 
The midnight hour beheld the cottage blaze, 
While on its wreck the shuddering peasants gate * 
from aged heads the hairless skin was torn, 
And through the realm in Ravage irintnph born; 
Fury the keen edged tomahawk upreared, 
And happy those whom Indian pity spared ; 
. True to its aim, vindictive, sped the dart, 
And drank the purple current of the heart i 
His blood stained banner cruelty uufurled, 
And murder stalked along the newborn world. 
These were the woes that reigned thto'ont the land, 
Ere? yet the foot of Pew s had pressed the strand. 
But, oh, how weft thou, Pennsylvania, cheered, 
When on thy shore the godlike man appeared f 
How throbbed the heart, how gazed the anxious eye 
On him whose features spoke his ministry J 
How did the father's heart his joy declare. 
As it (lew to m«et him on the baif breathed prayer I 
How did the mother's tears her raptures speak, 
As rolling down they gemmed her offspring's cheek 
Bow did the babe its little arms extend, 
And Messing*- smile upon its mother's friend ! 
How was the spirit of tiie savage rude, 
Gbaiued to the earth, in silent thoughtful mood} 
. How from his uervelcw band, the errless dart* 
Dropped on the earth, nor sought a victim's hear t 
Then did the vulture nestle with the dove, 
And all around Wa» harmony and love ; 
Then bloomed the forest, in new ferity dressed* 
Then smiled a second Edcu in the west. 
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Alia ! no peneil mr can pertray ' 
The nameless feelinge of that blinful day. 
Bring, memory, biinj Iby airror ! let me vie* 
Tbe aged tree— the spot on which it grew i 
Mt re let me see, heoeath the tall grass laid. 
Dark ruit corrode the battle axe and blade ; 
Here let me ? iew the flowers that deck the groan* 
Entwine the calumet of peace aroand ; 
Here let me pause, and t iear the virtuous Pew, 
Proclaiming mercy and good will to men ; 
Teaching tbe love that God to man has shown, 
And how. in other days, heseot his son 
4 sacrifice— whose blood should cleanse from sin. 
And man, through him, to heaven should enter in. 
Oh, 'twas a scene that might have pleasure given. 
To those whose spirits blest repose in heaven. 



The tree has fallen— the listening audience fled ; 
The Indian's " father" slumbers with the dead. J 



But, if from realms ef joy, on realms of we, 
The spirits of foe good a look bestow, 
How will thy generous spirit joy to see 
Thy sons and daughters all that they should be* 
Sow wilt thou gaze upon thy chosen spot, 
By blood unstained— by wealth corrupted net : 
What heavenly joy will radiate thy eyes, 
To hear from earth the grateful anthem rise ; 
To hear tbe prayer ff Jro Afric's sons ascend* 
Imploring blessiogs on their kindest friend I 
Nor more on thee, than on thy fellows all, 
Boes Afric's voice for richest blessings call : 
Still to the fated race thy sons are kind, 
Pouring the light of knowledge ou the mind • 
Bisseveriog still the links of slavery's chain, 
And whispering freedom o'er the stormy main. 
Thy daughteis too— than whom n© fairer, e'ejr 
Tiewt th» bright sun in all his wide career ; 
tfer on more virtuous, ever gaged the eye 
•f blushing morn, 'neath heaven's blue canopy- 
Toe gentle iuflueuce of their smiles exert, 
T* warm tbe seal, and purify the heart, 
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On, would to heaven, my country was but free 
From slavery's stain, io every part, like thee ! 
But, oh. there live, who laugh thy laws to scorn- 
Life in the land where Washington wa* born I v 
A million tyrants walk in open day — 
A million tyrants on their species prpy ; 
Trampling the rights that God to all lias given, 
.Yea, murdering in the very lace ofheavt u. 
But tell me, monsters, does thy soul believe 
The negro's wrongs ho justice will receive 1 
Tbink'st thou the veil that's o'er bis features thrown 
Shrouds not a spirit noble as thy own ? N 
Behold the wretched father,* doomed to part 
From all that's' dearest|tn a father's heart; 
Wife— child reu — (deeds—from freedom — all 
That man on earth may joys or blessings call ; 
Changed from a freeman to an abject slave, 
, The torch of hope dim-burning on the giave I 
Will he not make one effort to be freed * 
Behold his shattered arm ! — Does 4 1 not bleed ! 
Tbink'st thou that ebon dwelling »doea not shine 
A soul by nature, free from guilt as thine ? 
Tbink'st thou no sense of honor warms that breast- 
That heart no virtuous feelings e'er possessed ? 
D^es mercy say, the negro shall be cursed, 
Nay, spurned and trampled on by fellow dust f 
Did not the hand that formed him, form tbre ; 
Did not JEHOVAH say, to both— «• Be Free ?* 
Does mercy's tears the white man's sins erase* 
Yet leave the negro's written on his face ? 
Tbink'st thou the hue or texture ol the skin, 
As they may be, imply or worth or sin ? 
Where is the sage, in science versed, profound, 
Who e'er the texture of the spirit found ? 
Where dwells the artist, search from pole to pole. 
Who ever knew a color tor the soul ? 
A beat ben sage asserts ablush to be 
The hue of virtue and of modesty : 
Admitting this, what color shall we find 
To know a virtuous from a vicious mind t 



* The feet to which these lines alluded, is as follows :— A slate 
in one of the southern states, was about to be transported to toe 
wilds -of the west : the thoughts of separation wrought so power* 
fully en his feelings, that, in a mement of pbrensy, be seised an 
axe and struck off his hand, ill the hope, by thus rendering his fu- 
ture services oflittle importance, his new master would decline' 
paying the expeoee of transportation. 
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Cannot Uie vi'laio white man wear a blush? 

The tears of crocodiles at pleasure gmb ! 

Snppftte the negro doomed thee to the rack, 

Because thy skin was neither red nor black ; 

WouldVt tbon not cry Tor vengeance on bis bead, 

Yea, ask why slumbered still tb* avenging blade £ 

Would not thy country execrate tbe deed. 

And (or the guilty bid the guiltless bleed 1 

Ten thousand swords would from their scabbards start, 

Nor sleep till tbey bad pierced tbe negro's hear! ; 

Nay treble vengeance would Columbia claim* 

To add a* trebk- terror to her name. 

And, oh, my country. I do blush for thee — 

For thou—rnov art this fiend of cruelty ! 

Thou know'tt, Colombia, that thy fields are red. 

With drop* from A trie's bleeding; bosom shed ; 

Tbou know'rt that oft the food thy children eat. 

Springs from tbe earth '.bat Afi ic's tears have wet* 

What in the negro tbou wouldst execrate. 

Nay. doom bis b»dj to the worst of fate. 

That doe$t {Aon— devoid of every fear, 

A« d thy God the negro would not hear.* 

But, though he for a time bis wrath delay. 

Yer will it rorae io an unguarded day ; 

Drought, pestilence, and famine will destroy. 

And mm to gall tby sweetest cup of joy : 

From bis riebt hand th' a? f nging bolt once hurled. 

Where, where art tbou ?— Where, where the pigmy worH { 

There also live, who th* poor Indian scorn, 
Deotroy bis dwelling, and devour his corn ; 
Nay, derm him but an upright beast of prey. 
Which His not murder, unprovoked, to slay ; 
Without a soul— to generous feelings dead ; 
A liger— with a human foim and bead. 
Ob would that such, with sentiments so base. 
The tome of Indian history might trace ; 
Tfarre won Id they find tbe Indian has a soul. 
Alive to fet ling— though it acorns control ; 
Unnumbered proofs of virtue there would rise. 
But one alone shall for the time suffice : 
Mark biro, the Briton, daring to extreme, 
Whose matchless bravery was his nation's theme ( 
Bebold htm in tbe tawny chieftain's power. 
His life a sacrifice within an hour. 
Oh, God I and is there none his life to save- 
No venturous arm to rescue from the grave ? 
Is there not one among the tawey fee 
To shield the Britain from the fatal blow 1 
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Oh, yes.— There come*, there comes e/ssjtafe fores. 

Bright as a sunbeam shining on the storm ; 

The axe is raised ! she rushes through the crowd, 

A white winged seraph dartta* from a cloud : 

** Frem him these arms entwine," with tears she cries, 

•• Oh, lie? er will Powhatah '« daughter rise. 

Till her stern father a lull pardon tire*. 

Till mercy's- voice proclaims -th« BaiTOtr ureal** 

She said : the father felt his heart relent ; 

He paused — the fury of his soul was spent ; 

•• Rise, rise, my daughter !" cried the Indian chief, 

" JJis torieit life 1 *pare— assuage thy (lief." 



Disciples ef immortal Pew sr, adieu 1 
Still may you all the noblr course purses; 
Still be it yours the wr. tched to relieve, 
Instruct the Indian — bid the eegre live; 
To balm the wounded heart, te dry the tear. 
Dispel each doubt, disperse each rivine; fesr i 
To erery clime your precepts pure extend, 
Aorf render mau oi'man the kindest friend. 



The olcl coat, which I hare endeavoured t# 
immortalize in the following poem, bad been a 
very serviceable friend to me for a length of 
time ; the colour was originally black, but had 
changed to a fuzzy brown ; it could still boast 
five buttons in all, and the holes or rents, al* 
though numerous, from their size could readily 
be counted ; my trowsers too, at this period, 
were composed of Russia duck, (an unpreme- 
ditated compliment to the meek and christian? 
like Alexander of the North !) good sewing 
twine, and the necessary number of horn 
."dead-eye" buttons ; my vest was of striped 
awansdown, my hat was napless, and could be 
formed into any shape whatever, from a low* 
brimmed gipsy to a tnree-story powder-home /— 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



lift THE LIFE OF 

two apologies for shirts, a pair oflist suspenders, 
and a couple of odd cowhide shoes constituted 
the*remainder of my wardrobe; yet, with this 
*Jerrt Didler" apparel operating against me, 
I persevered until I induced a printer, Mr JA 
Cunningham, of Philadelphia, not only to sup- 
ply me with paper, and credit me for the press* 
work, but also to loan me such small sums of 
money as my absolute necessities from time to 
time required ;— all of which loans* together 
with the expenses incurred by printing my 
poems, have been honourably liquidated* 

TO MY OLD COAT. 

Long lime has passed, old ragged friend. 

Store first we met together, 
And thou to me thy aid didst lend 

To shield me from the weather* 

But en?ious time— relentless king ! 

Hath rent toy seams asunder ; 
And then hast now become a thing 

Of e? ery blockhead's wonder. 

But since thou'st proved a friend in need* 

Through half life's rugged journey, 
•Twonld be a graceless thing indeed. 

Now out of doors to turn ye. 

K6, no, old friend— 'tis better now 
To brave the world's dread laughter 

Than e'er to thoughtless lolly bow, 
And meet with scorn hereafter. 

The ladies, kind, obliging souls. 

As through the streets they dash on, 
Whene'er they view thy thousand hole$ 

Cry—" Mending's out qffaehwnf* , 

The dandy, as he passes by, 

Condemns each holey feature ; 
And modern virtue, with a sigh. 

Exclaims—** Ok, wretched creators If 
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But he who leares an agetf friend 

Forgotten and neglected. 
May find himself, when earth shall end; 

By heayen itsck rejected. , 

And he whs proudly turns asfdt 

To shun a wretched brother, 
Will feel (be sting ot injured pride* 

In this world or io t'other. 

Then come, old friend, for thou canst yet] 

Protect me from the weather; ' 
And when my tan of Hie is set, 

We'll both lie down together. 

JUS when the last loud trump ahall sonnet 

And dawn the morn of terrors. 
Oh, may thy patches then be found 

More numerous than my errors ! 

FEOM THE WKSTBRW iPT. 

REPLY TO THE VERSES ON THE OLD QOaT 4 



My Yankee friend, these hoes f 
To thank you for your writing; 

Your witty turns, like Robin Bans. 
Are what I do delight im 

From distant glades, and baekwood shade*, 

Your brother poets hail you ; 
And hope your muse, when (bote abuse 

Your coat— will never fail you. 

The ladies fair, who at you Stare, 
Might better show their breeding; 

And hawbuck clowns, in all our towns, 
Are scarcely worth your needing. 

At the French court, they made ranch sport 
About sage Franklins breeches ; 

And the eeeen's maid, as it is said, 
E'en tried to count the stitches. 

Fravkxin more wise, did wisdom prise, 

He hated show and flutter ; 
Be looked ou fops as painted tops, 

Or Falstaff's toasts in butter, 

±b 
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Bear with sncfc fools when jeering ; 
Whose praise or blame to much the ntn^ 

▲ad neither worth our bearing, 

ITb well to weer o«r old coats here, 

At long as they frill de ooe ; 
Hot ere wo do in heaven appear 

Twere bail to get a new ooe. 

Several of my productions recently appeared 
ih the Commercial Advertiser, under the &&& 
trjtre of"BowDoni"; the following were origin 
naJIy published with that signature ; 

raoM ths com Af£aciAL Aoraaruca. . 
I WOULD NOT WEAR, Sus. 

I weald not freer the warrior's wreath— 

I frould oot court bis croire ; 
For lore aod virtue sink beaeatb 

His dark and vengeful frofrn. 

i would not seek my fame to build 

On glory's dizzy height ; y 

Her temple is with orphans fiH'dV- 

0lood soils her sceptre bright. 

I would not wear the diadem, 

By folly prtod so dear ; 
For waot,and wo hath bought each gem, 

Aod every pearl's a tear. 
•\ 
I would not heap the golden dust 

That sordid spirits crave ; 
For erery grain* (by penury curst,) ^ 

Is gathered from the grate. 

Ifo.— Let my wealth unsullied be-* 

My fame be virtuous youth ; 
JWy wealth be kindness, charity— 

My diufem be truth. 
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tO MY FRIEND* W H. PRINCE* Et» 

Why mourn ire o'er the fallen flower, 

Though blighted in its bloom f ' 
Why shed the ineffectual shower—- 

Why dread and weep its doom ? 
Doe* it not still sw%et fragrance shed 9 
Can aught Jwve breath, and yet be ita&9 

Its leaves, indeed, are shrank and sear. 

And prone in dint it lien ; 
And evening drops a dewy tear, 
And summer's zephyr sight : 
Yet can that zephyr's balmy breath 
Te man proclaim— decay's not djbatb* 

Then, if the frail and bumble flower 

Its essence, life retain— 
Defying death's relentless power. 

When whirlwinds sweep the plain ; 
Sbal< man alone bis victim prove, 
Of all that live, and breathe, and move f 

No —Wan ne*er dies / Thro' flood and 

Unbarin'd shall march the soul t 
Its birth-right blest shall it reclaim. 

And reach its destined goal; 
For Nature's simplest works deny 
That what hath lived can ever die I 

FROM THE SAME. 

BIRTH OF BURNS. 

AN ODE. 

v The guardian spirit of. the lyre 

OVr Europe winged her way v 
And bade the baby muse retite, 

Aod hush the childish lay ; 
For long the chastened ear of taste* 

Had sounds discordant bore, 
And genius wept to view the watte 

By ignorance done to lore ; 
And folly, with insulting tongue. 
Vaunted the idle song she sung. 
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i saw twasTeoift) ill— 

The sycophantic strain. 
That only> knew to rite orlaR, 

As sprung the hope of gain ; 
Ai wealth and power, dictators proud, 

1W fawning minstrel ralfd, 
80 followed lie the motley crowd. 

To vite seoserTw<©ee scnoniod *■ 
Be t o w d the spirit Goo had given, 
And paid to earth (he debt of Heaten. 

•Tee bow o'er Albtit's cliff she soared, 

ind chanced (o list the !a> 
The snul of iFtncriirDiNc* poured, 

lo penury** darkest day : 
u In thsb shall poesy's spirit dwell ! " 

Wo* strait the gnddeai tow, 
lad fo ! ob BURNS her mantle fell, 

Adi decked Mm at the ptoft*b : 
Ala* ! bis eye. that hour so bleat* 
Fell oo the dying '^daisy's breast. 

«i*rophctic strums e'er that lone fiowee* 

His gentle spirit rang—. 
Untimely oipt io luckiest' hour. 

Bright beauteous* blooming, youngs 
■is and the daisy** fate were one t 

Life** fitful dream is o'er : 
The share of fate its worst bath done, 

And 8cotia+* Bard's oo more : 
Imotortal strains to him are given. 
And Boavs bii Mart cbaunts io bearcat. 

Spirit oTScotia's proudest lay t 

Thai social circle .greet • 
Let motual lore our bosoms sway. 

And all m frlewNiip meet ; 
The soos of AL'rrn nitber met, 

To celebrate thy birth. 
* Can ne'er themeehres nor fhee forget, 

la went, in wo, io mirth ; 
And well Columbia's offspring prise 
The Bard whocoold a slare despise. 

And then late partner of hk breast, 

Accept from frieudt away, 
Vbe wish, that thonand thine be blest * 

Throughout Itfe'i storm/ day ; 
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And from the Bard ef western skiet 

Accept tbe fervent prayer. 
That flowers in every pate nay rise 

For bonny Jea* of Ayr; 
And may ber bairos e'er ivortby prove 
Of Ra&by's fame, and Jennt'i love. 

During my stay in New- York, I occasionally 
wrote for a satirical paper, entitled " Th% 
Hornet," aad being much vexed by plagiai* 
ists, I gave vent to my anger as follows : 

Of all sorts of thievery, literary thievery, fo 
certainly the meanest and most unprofitable $ 
for the plagiarist, though he plunders the men- 
tal jewels of another,does not enrich the impo- 
verished treasury of himseif : they are jewelt 
with which be seldom dares to decorate hi* 
thread- bare wit, lest perchance, the real andk 
lawful owner mi^bt be present, and deal sud- 
den and merited vengeance on his recent hea<^ 
— For one who has made so little noise in th£ 
world — whose poetical productions have gen- 
eraly been presented to the public through th$ 
medium of newspapers— daily, weekly, semi- 
weekly — city and country — I certainly believe 
myself the greatest sufferer, among bards of 
the present day, from those abominable and 
detestable pilferers — Plagiarists. — The lasl* 
has been delayed for some years ; and, for the 
last time, I hereby forewarn all whom these 
presents may concern, (and one rhyming gen- 
tleman in particular, who resides in, or neettv 
Philadelphia) that said lash will fall without 
mercy upon his and their shoulders, should hft 
f r any of his fellow pilferers, be guilty *f a li% 
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*aty theft from me again. The sentiments of 
two writers, at distant periods of time, may be 
similar ; but, that two authors should use, even 
in one verseJlhey the authors being anapquaint- 
ed with each other, and between two and three 
Jurodred miles apart) the selfsame leord^is at- 
4eriy impossible. — But the plagiarist is hot the 
only enemy of the author; 1 consider him a foe 
who, wittingly, gives another person the 
credit, for a production (to gratify private 
jpique) which he knows belongs to the object 
of his resentment! Many of my poems 
-may be puerile, tame, and insipid ; but puerile, 
tame, and insipid as they may be, if they are 
worth stealing, they ate worth someikingto the 
-author, who would not have others suffer for 
trie muse's imbecility.-— Let posterity hold the 
balance that shall weigh mgr merits and demer- 
its ; and theft if the verdict be « Te£e£"1etmy 
uame and my works sink to oblivion, " forever 
and for aye*" 

In the year 1816 or 1817, a poem headed, 

•• Oh* tell me not that nine will $oothe\" 

' was re-published from the Boston Palladium 
in a country newspaper, (I think in the state 
»of N. York) with the name of Thomas Mom, 
Esq. as the author; nay more, that it was se- 
lected from his ** Gospel Melodies /" — Now this 
poem first appeared in print in the Palladium, 
with the signature of "Albert" attached to it, 
{ this being the signature I adopted during the 
lour years after my pieces were first presented 

. 4p the public) which is well known to Mr, 
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IWlrais, one of the editors of that Journal.— 
Comment is unnecessary. About three years 
mice) a parody of 

" Is there a heart that never loved,!' 

which I had four years previously composed, 
and presented in mantiscriptto a lady in and of 
Boston, appeared as original in the Baltimore 
Federal Republican, under the signature of 
w J. H." or * J.&" (which of the two signatures 
I do not now recollect — but have it in my pow- 
er at anytime to ascertain.) — There was no 
poetical merit, nor strict truth in this parody, 
as it was composed in a moment of youthful ir- 
ritation, and never intended to pieet the eye of 
any one, save her's to whom they were addres- 
sed. — The reasons that induce me to notice 
this plagiarism are obvious but to few. 

A few weeks since, a National Pong, be- 
ginning, 

•* When Freedom on the battle storm/' 

made its appearance in the Philadelphia De- 
mocratic Press, as original, altho' it had been 
published in, at least, fifty different public jour- 
nals three or four years ago ! Worse still; over 
it were these words : — " Tune— The Knight 
Errant" A pretty tune for the words- of such 
a song I The truth is, the original music for the 
words was composed by the well known musi- 
cian, Mr. Hiivitt, who at the time was leader of 
the orchestra in Vauxhall Garden, Philadel- 
phia. Within a short time, and previous te 
its publication in the Democratic Press, nem 
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music had been composed for the words by "a 
gentleman," and that music published by Mr, 
Sage, of this city. 

Now for a peep at "t'other side the picture.* 
In the Connecticut Herald of the 2d inst. a 
very chaste and touching poem is published, 
headed "The Orphan? " by the Boston Bard? 
Very well ; the poem is certainly very beauti- 
ful— no poet need blush to own such a produc- 
tion ; yet notwithstanding all this, the "Boston 
Bard" most solemnly dfcowns it as his produc- 
tion ; he disowns all right and title to it, and is 
not in the best humour with the person who 
has been so officiously kind as to twine an un- 
merited laurel round his brow. The "Boston 
Bard" never wrote the poem ; nor did he ever 
tee it, except in the Connecticut Herald, and 
then tooby mere accident. 

The signatures I have generally used are 
these, viz. 1 jllbert; 2. Boston Berd ; 3. Vittagt 
Minstrel; and sometimes my- proper- name, 
Robert S. Coffin, or R. S. C— N.B. Albert I have 
discarded five or six years ago, and Village 
Minstrel I only adopted and retained for a pe- 
riod of about one year, while writing for the 
Parterre of the Village Record, Westchester, 
Pennsylvania; so that my signature is now, 
and probably ever will be, 

BOSTON BARD, 

New-York, Sept. 1823. 
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* 

The following poems were originally pub- 
lished as they are headed and arranged below; 
the first is from the " Statesman" the second 
from the "Commercial Advertiser" and the third 
and fourth from the "Westchester Herald" pub- 
lished at Mount Pleasant, N. Y. 

PATRIOTIC ODE. 

Hail, patriot statesman, hero, sage ! 

Hail, freedom's friend ! bail. Gallia'* sod— 
Whose laurels greener grow io age. 

Plunked by the side of Washington ! 
Hail, champion in a holy cause. 

When hostile hands our shores beset ; 
Whose valor hade the oppressor pause-* 

Hail, hoary warrior— LA FAYETTE. 

Forever welcome' to tbe shore, 

A youthful chief, thy footsteps pressed f 
And. dauntless, want and peril bore. 

Till VENI VICI decked thy crest! 
Forever welcome, great and good 2 

Till freedom's sua oo earth shall* set, 
Tb« stiff smalt voice of gratitude 

Shall bless the name of LA FAYETTE. 

What monarch of despotic power. 

Who fain would crush tbe f reeborn brave ; 
Whose glory gilds a tottering lower. 

Himself a subject and a slave— 
Would not. to view 8 nation's eyes 

With joyous drops* tin hidden wet, 
Tbe pageantry of pride despise, 

And grasp the hand of LA FA YETTE ! 

Whene'er tbe lips of youth enquire 

Tbe path to virtue, honour, tame- 
To glory's temple proud aspire. 

While warmly glows tbe ardent flame; 
The voice of age shall fearless tell 

What perils oft its path beset, 
And prompt them onward l>j tbe spell 

That urged tbe soul oi LA FAYETTE. 
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And when fee shades of death shall close* 

Forever round tbj hallowed head, 
We'll seek the place of thy repose, 

By filial love and doty led ! 
And hearts that beat in bosoms free. 

(Gems by unerring wisdom set) 
The living monuments shall be 

Oi' freedom's champion— LA FAYETTE. 

CHILDHOOD URGING THE 8TAT OP 
LA' FAYETTE.' 

Ah ! wtlt thou leave us, warrior, say ? 

Wilt thou again that ocean brave 
Where death so often s«eks his prey. 

And black destruction rolls his wave ? 

What thongh ottretime inclement prove, 
Aod darkling clouds our sky deform ; 

The sun of friendship, truth and love. 

Our lathers' friend shall cheer aud warm. 

•Tl* true, rude winds oft round us blow. 
Am) tempest* sweep our mountains rude ; 

But La Faybttb shall never know 
The winter oi ingratitude. 

What shall we do? How plead thy stay f 

But surely thou wilt not depart 8 
Our little bands shall bar the way. 

And we will twine us round thy heart. 

We'll weave thee wreaths of beauteous flowers} 
And gild tbem with the rays of truth : 

Thoo shalt not count the fleeting hours, 
Nor know but thou art still iu youth. 

Nay, warrior, more :— When life shall close* 
And time's eventful sands have run. 

We'll bear tbee to * blest repose. 
Beside,4ur father— WASHINGTON. 

LA FAFETTE AT THE TOMB OF WASHINGTON. 

There's l\fe and language ia tbe air 
That's breathed o'er Vernon's breast; 

Brave spirits freed assemble there, 
From realms of light and rest.- ^ 
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And, hark ! beneath the unclouded sty, 

What strains seraphic rise ; 
Earth, list immortal miustrehy— 

boul, spurn thy brittle ties ! 

Their golden harps the angelic .throng 

For mortal man attune ; 
For man they swell their noblest song, 

And grant the richest boon i 

. . For man they leave their safered seat-* 

On Vernon's height ba?e met, 

And with our lather's spirit V eet » 

The great and good Fafettc ! 

Ah, who may tell tbe conferee sweet. 

Unheard by mortal ear, 
When two such godlike spirits meet, 

Each in a different sphere ! 

Time, thou shaft ne'er again behold 
t A scene so fraught with bliss ; 
No, not till Nature's knell is kuolled, 
Behold a scene like this. 

DEPARTURE OF LA FAYETTE. 



And thou wiR go?— Then fare thee well. 

Thou great and good — thou more than man ; 

Whose worth no human voice may tell— \ 

Whose virtues Heaven alone may scan. 

Nay, warrior, shrink not from our praise,-* 
It flows from fountains Iree andfpure ; 
'Tis gratitude the tribute pays, 
Of Jove as strong as heaven is sure. 

Go to thy bright and blooming France I 
Yet think— ah, think all silentlj, 
When gazing on the vast expanse, 
What beating hearts are blessing thee | 

Then to thy couch :— in safety rest ; 
For vainlv winds and waves contend ; 
Jehovah hath thy labours blest. 
Approved thy work, and is thy friend. 

We give thee all that th »ti canst claim— 
We give thee all that God has given ; 
We Write upon our hearts thy uurae, 
And hope to meet ml f'nend inweaves. 



S 
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The introduction to the following stanzas 
was written by Charles Miner, Esq. editor of 
the * Village Record," printed at Westchester, 
Pennsylvania : I was indeed very unhappy 
when this poem was composed, and there is 
much truth in the whole of it : 

Many kind enquiries are mad& after the 
• Boston Bard. We have not heard his voice for 
a long time ; and it has been, we fear, the win- 
ter ot sorrow with him, and his muse, like the 
dormouse, has slept away the cheerless season. 
But with the return of spring he has renewed 
his song, not gay and enlivening, as we have 
eft heard it, but attuned to melancholy, and 
joyless as deserted friendship. The follow- 
ing from his pen we extract from the " Indepen- 
dent Balance? We hope it may not prove the 
strain of the swan. 

•• Jndnkat UJrUndskip but a name, 

U J charm that lullt to sleep !'* Goldssjith. 

O I where are they who friendship r ow'd 

Ere fortune's sua decline'd ? 
Whose gifts, unsought, so rapid flow'd t * 

Who round my heart entwin'd ? 

Where, where are those whose ready hand 

My own so eager press' d. 
Ere want my barque with miseries manned, 

Dismantled and distressed ? 

Where are they now ? Ah whither fled ? 

Their tows have they forgot ? 
Grim Penury thou hast reared thy head, 

And drove them from my cot, 

Tbj haggard form, an inmate now 

Where fortune smiTd elate. 
Hath cancelPd friendship's sacred row, 

And left me lorny late I 
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So smile of love, from beauty's eye. 

My dreary path illume* ; 
Beneath my tread tbe (loivrets die— 

The rote ne longer blooms 5 

Mirth from my pretence takes its flight } 
J^y seeks a brighter home ; v 

Hope's taper throw a feeble light, 
Aod pleasure shuns the gloom* 

AJfeetiou, e'en affection true, 

And on the altar, sworn. 
To me, alas, has bade adieni 

And never to return. 

fte more in life have I to lose— 

All's lost that's worth a care ; 
Sad aod heart-broken is my muse-* «*> 

My spirit in despair. * 

In vain on pleasures past I call, 

Their ghosts alone appear— 
My early t friends— where are they all # 

They turn a deafened ear. 

Ob, Friendship J Love ! what are ye both? 

How speedy your decay ? 
A moment, and ye have your growth— 

At longest, but a day. 

Life's chilling wind begins to Wow- 
Tee tempest rude to roar ; 

Tour roots the autumn rains o'erfloW- 
And straight ye are no more ! 

To what in life then shall we trust- 
To what for solace flee ? 

If Friendship's interest— love but Inst— 
And truth but vanity ? 

Where shall we seek a balm for 

A covert from tbe heart ? 
A shelter fromithe fiend despair— 

From human wile and art f 

Tbe murky cavern's deep lecesi 

Shrouds not the dasmon's form ; 
Tbe mountain's brow the feet may 

Bowls there the caimless storm* 
It 
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Ala* l fl» brok«<i heart no rest 

Save in the grave may find ; 
The serpent coils him in the breast, 

And round the heart Is twined. 

•eatb, death alone hath strength to free 

The victim from its power ; 
Then who that bears snch misery ; 

Hails not bU final hour f N 

This ode was intended f o be spoken at the 
BostoaTheatre; but was rejected— w 'iis true, 
'tis pity, and pity 'tis, His true.*' 

LIGHT AND WASHINGTON. ' 

M ORIGINAL OPE. 

Blest spirit of the native lyre. 

That swelled the sons; for freedom won. 

Hi* soul with all thy feelings flre 
That breathes of light and Washington : 

Celestial nymph* from glory* s realms descend-*- 

To my adventurous muse thy genius lend. 

How modest waved the victor's plnme,. 

Departed virtue, o'er thy brow ! 
How fresh the fadeless flowerets bloom 

That shed their fragrance o'er tbee now : 
Time, Time, there's not a flower thy frost that feart^r- 
For Vernon's soil is moist with manly tears. 

Yes— sacred drops bedew the spot, 

Beneath whose breast thy re lies rest ; 
For when bath gratitude forg ot 
- The worth of him a world hath blest ? 
Whose name the red man in bis wrath respects— 
And, mark I his knife a gem of' mercy decks ! 

Where'er in life was cast thy lot, 

In conclave deep or sanguine plain? 
Ne*er fell upon thy tame a bfrt, 

Nor were thy sword a wanton «tai», 
8ea*ee ooits Wade the bfoodofgniit was 
So thick tie pearls of pity fell between. 
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Lo, Grbecb -but late me blood homtfU* prey-* 

How bright again her gl*»ries bloom ! 
Eftm Vernon's snn she caught the ray, 
. That gilds her brave Boscakis's tomb ; ' 

And white that ray unearthly lingers there, 
TbeCaoss must triumph— and its roes 'despair. 

And Husha's vast and cheerless realm 

From t< n fold darkness shall emerge: * . 

An Eagle perch upon her helm. 

Whose vision scans creation's verge : 
His furious steed the Tartar fierce shall rein. 
To bathe io light that warms his every vein. 

Visions of g'ory— -on the soul 

Intensely bright the beams ye throw, 
Like waves of gold that onward roll. 

Beneath tbv sun's meridian glow ; 
Still glory gathering as ye move subline. 
And throwing radiance o'er the march of time ; 

Tho' sweet the seraphs 1 strain, and bright 

Tbe morn that on creation broke — 
When Mercy said,— Let then* he. f ioiit ! 

And Nature from her slumbers woke : 
When the dark curtains of the deep were furled, 
And mau looked forth upon this beaiiteoua-wertd . 

Yet. sav— ye sons of sires renowned— 

Brave offspring of tbe mighty dead. 
Did not heaven's harps as s wee My soued, 

The sun his beams as brightly shed. 
When freedom smiled, and hailed the glorious mc 
That saw Columbia's peerless saviour born I 

Lo, angels' songs the chieftain's birth » 

To suffering virtue loud proclaimed*** 
Then Freedom flew again to earth, 

And wa s by Heaven Columbia named : 
Her starr y flag she fearless waved on high, 
Stars fiwr her friend, stripe* for her enemy * 

Long may that flag o'er freed om's shore 

And- freedom's seas onsuJried wa ve-e» - *- 

W ave till creation is no more, <8r" 

Twi Nature sinks in ruin's grave ; 
Th eo be it to the God of batt les given, 
Tbe glertow passport or a world to beavta. 
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THE SLANDERER. 

Krfbw'st then the fiend of the fearful hour, 
Tint trawlers alone on mortality's shore ; 
That treads on the graves where brave men repose* 
And wilfully tramples the churchyard rose ? 

Kaow*st thou the fiend of the night's cokf noon* 
That gases, with hate on the, beauteous mooo; 
That soils tod mars with the finger of shame 
The artless record of the poor man's fame 1 

Know'st thou the fiend of the hvid hue, 
Whom the eye o4 mortals may seldom view * 
That places bis band on the heart of the good* 
Coogealed for ever the vital flood f 

Know'st thon the fiend of the scornful eye. 
That inhales the pure breath of love's warm sigh. 
And returns it back, polluted and foul. 
To poison and wither the food one's soul ? 

Know'stthoa the fiend ? dost thou see him advance? 
O heaven protect thee .from bis baleful glance ; 
For sbonld'st thou be seen by that eye of flame, 
Farewell to thy houou, thy clout, thy fame. 

ON VISITING NEW ENGLAND. 

Hail, land of good feelings! bail, home of the poor I 
Hail, cradle of freedom ! sweet scene of delight, 
IMay the rose and the olive long thrive on the shore. 
And curst be the wretch who their beauty would blight, 

% May thy sons be a* brave as tby daughter! are fair — 

Thy veterans be honoured, thy statesmen caressed ; v 
May all nations revere thee, no traitor ensnare. 
But the sunshine of freedom beam bright on tby breast. 

May the deeds of thy love be as lasting and bright 
As thy fame is one loaded — thy charity pure ; 
May tby virtues be written in latter* of light. 
And tby name be immortal as heaven is sure. 

Then hail to thee, home of the wretched and poor I 
Hall, cradle of freedom ! the stranger's delight ! 
May the rose and the olive long thrive on thy shore 
And curst be the wreteh who their beauty would blight. 
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ON THE DEATH OF THOMAS COFFIN. 

On the bo§em of ocean be sank to repose, 
Where Keptuue a bero had prored him y 

And the breefto that now homeward so plnctdly blowSfl 
Bears a proof that bis sons ever loved him. 

In the mantle of death—'twas the bed of the brave- 
Ail silent bis corse the y enshrouded J 
> And they trept as he sunk 'neath the dark rolling wave, 
For that virtue which vice never clouded. 

No more shall the tempest that ruffles the deep 

E'er disturb the repose of his pillow ; 
No tnor* shall the thunder awake from bis sleep 

Tfie tar ♦neath the breast of the billow. 

tor the rude rocks of ocean now pillow his bead f 
Where friendship in sorrow resigned him ; 

But his.mem'ry survives, tbo'.his spirit has fled, 
For a good name he still leaves behind him. 

The following poem was published originally 
in a literary paper, issued at Boston, Massa- 
chusetts : 

THE FLOWER OP THE CLIFF. 

I beheld on a cliff which the billows were laving. 
When the turn bad declined, and chill was the ahr v 
I beheld a sweet flower in the night breezes waving, 
iifce the goddess of hope on the rock of despair. 

The bright #ems of eve on its bosom were gleaming. 
Like the tear of compassion on modesty's cheek ; 
And the chaste queen ef night from bet blae chamber beaming 
Shed a soft lustre round (he sweet floweret so meek* 

#•* 
x I beheld it awhile* but the storm wasapproacbiog— 
The moon hid her light from the Weak rugged shore % 
And the dark waves below on its bed were encroaching-* 
1 beheld, and the floweret, alas ! was no more ! ' 

Sweet gem of the rock, while thy fate I am telling, 
While my heart bleeds to view thee thus abject and low, 
E'en now o v er my head the rough billow* are swelling, 
Which, like thee, may engulf me in sorrow and wo. 
16* 



\C 



% Digitized by VjOOQ LC 



189 THA Lira or - 

The fragment following was first presented 
to the public through the medium of the" ITra- 
tei Stales Gazette," printed in the city of Phila- 
delphia: 

FRAGMENT. 

«****♦ »Twas* beauteous spot 

Of fertile earth, «*bereiu a thousand flower* 

Ot every hue and fragrance, breathed around 

As sweet an odour as was ever borne 

On oceao-breeses from Arabia's shore. 

Each tree, each shrub, eacb plant was in its bloom. 

And wore a look iudicative of joy. ^ 

•• Who," said the stranger, "who, on such a scene. 

Can fit: his wandering thoughts, and jet deny 

The great existence of a Power Supreme 1 

Examine well the ttrueture qfthU flower ! 

Who was the artist ? who its petals formed T . ' 

Who bade its embryo leaves expand, 

And woo the kisses of the slimmer wind ? 

Who was the painter 9 who its colours hud 4 

Whose breath revived, and through Deeember's reign; 

Shielded its feeble form, till summer's smile 

Should bid it flourish and its fragrance shed. 

To pl*»ase the eye ami gratifv the sense 

Of ail the children of this nether wot Id ? 

U U not— cannot be Ike work o/csancs 1" 

This piece also originated in the " United 
Stptes Gazette:" 

-- MARRIAGE OF THE SOUL, 

I do remember, one blest eve 

When all the world was cafm, 
1 sat me down a wreath to weave* 

Louisa's heart to charm. « 

And when the garland I bad wove* 

And twined it round her brow, 
I felt a something— 'twas not love ? 

To love I knew not how. 
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It was a feeling kind and «!ear f 

' k something undefined ; 
A ray of joy, ae bright and clear 
4 As warms a heavenly mtud. 

And though from that blest hour my eye 

Halh never viewed her lace \ 
Tea, though I never heard her sigh » 

Nor met her food embrace ; 

Vet (bis dear something which I felt « 

In childhood's early day, 
Within my bosom still hath dwelt— 

Still cheers my life's decay. ' 

Ob, tell me what this something was j 
v This feeling uew, explain ; 

The effect I feel— to know the cause 
I've asked my heart in vain. 

And till some wiser lips define 
What o'er my senses stole, 
I f ll rest content to st j le its name 

The MARRIAGE OF TUB SOUL. 

While in New- York, I generally worked at 
printing, but received scarcely any thing more 
than my board as compensation for my labor ; 
I wrote verses upon local subjects, printed, and 
employed boys to sell them; but the profits of 
this business were precisely small enough to 
discourage any 'person save a poet ; and he, 
partaking of the nature of the wild ass, as ma- 
ny people seem to suppose, can subsist tolera- 
bly well upon fresh air, yet I never knew any 
one to grow very corpulent on such light and 
thin diet ! — However, I had a home, and that 
alone was sufficient cause of gratitude ; at this 
time I had great hopes that my propensity to 
wander was effectually destroyed ; but I was 
mistaken. A printer called to see me, and 
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wished in j assistance in conducting a newspa- 
per he was about publishing in the village of 
PeekskilU New York ; he gave me so much 
talkative encouragement^ that I consented to go 
home with him. — After working and writing 
two or three weeks in his office,! became sick, 
both in body and in mind ; I sorely repented 
that I bad Weft my former situation, but in vain; 
I became too unwell to work, or ta return to 
the city; some gentlemen in the village saw 
my forlorn condition, and promptly relieved 
me, and I shall ever feel the most lively sen- 
sations of gratitude and friendship toward the 
good people of PeekskilL, especially to those 
Irom whose generosity I was more directly and 

essentially benefitted. To Dr. H* 1, who 

attended me daily during my illness, I need not 
express my gratitude— he knows there is a 
heart in my bosom, and also that it is situated 
in the right place. The following verses may 
be appropriately inserted here; ihey were 
written in a cold room, on a cold day, with a 
cold hand — but tbey emanated from a Warm 
heart : 

IMPROMPTU ON MY PHYSICIAN 

ZKrtt el mm Droit, cried Dr. fl— t, 

To Death who stood bard by ; 
I'tc took tbe field, and you shall yield— • 

My patients shall not die. 

No quicker said, than at his head 

The marble pestle flew, 
▲od net content, though that he Mot, 

The mortar followed too. 
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So pat it hit, his skoll it split- 
Old Barebones kissed tbe floor. 

Then Peeksklll fled, where it to said 
He seldom visits more. 

Now like a thief, in shame and grief, 

He slyly skulks around : 
But takes good care he tread* elsewhere 

Thao on tbe Doctor's ground! 



The gentleman to whom the following poem 
is addressed, has proved himself the stanchest 
friend 1 ever had ; in weal and in wo, his friend- 
ship has remained unaltered, although we have 
, not seen each other during nearly eight years. 
When this poem was written I was extremely 
Unwell, and my belief was that my days oa 
earth were nearly numbered : 

TO MY FRIEND W. H, P. Es<*. 

Commune ire now of other days, 

When joy*« fall enp we stppid ; 
When in a heaven of Incid rays 

Blest hope her pinions dipped ;— 
When not a flower beneath the sky 

But pleasure could impart. 
And the warm light of beauty's eye 

Fell gently on tbe heart. 
* 

Time, time. I bain thee i Thoo hast stole 
m What thou can«*'t ne'er restore ; 

Thou'st filched the jewels ol the soul. 

And left but dirty ore ! 
Talk not to me of manhood's joyty*- 

Breathe not to me of fame ; 
The first are but un wieldly toys, 

Tbe second's but a name. 

Oh, give me back the tranquil night, 
The dream of morning's bliss; 

The welcome to tbe rosy light- 
Toe memory of a kiss ! 
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Return me, O thou tyrant dread. 

A Hire** approving look— 
A motbei f s smile — the youtliful dead-** 

Or blot me from thy book. 

Io vain tbe prayer ; tbe cold, cold grave 

Hath ukeu to its breast, 
Tl»e relir* or the young and brave— 

Yet Mk^ another guest ! 
Iwuttate, thou shalt have tbs boon— 

A withered heart 'twill-be ; 
Then hbiue thou pale and changeful mooo, 

There's colder tar than tbee. 

But tbou. my friend, whom far above 

A If other trioods f prize. 
Lire,— and enjoy the sweets of love, 

And bask in beauty's eyes i 
Inhale tbe sigh of virtue^ soul. 

Ye: cautious be the wbi'e • 
To happiness there's but one goal-*- 

And treachery s shield's a smile. 

Tet in 'he silent hour of night. 

Remember in thy prayer, 
Tbe friendship late could never blight, 

The truth that death could dare ; 
And, as the summer's smoothest tea 

Ala? by a breath be cor led. 
Four thou the oil of charity 

Upon a heartless world 1 

Yes, tell it that 'tis tolly now 

Its vengeance to renew ; 
Life's debt is paid in want and wo, 

Tbf only coin he knew ! 
And all its victim now would claim, 

A git it living gate. 
To spread its darkness oVr his i 

IU silence o'er bis grave. 
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The poem entitled "The Maniac of the Peak" 
was written in the village of Peekskill^and I am 
not proud to say it was published in the Co- 
himbian Chronicle : 

The following ballad is founded on the sup- 
position that a young man in a fit of ungovern- 
able passion, has murdered his aged and too 
indulgent father! He immediately flies, and 
succeeds in eluding his pursuers; but the 
worm that never dies continually preys upon 
his peace; and amidst the murky recesses 
of the forest—upon the, dizzy verge of the 
Highland summit— in the gloomy caverns of 
the rock — wherever he bends his solitary way, 
the bleeding form of his victim stands before 
him, and points to the wound the parieide's 
anhallowed hand has given. The intenseness 
of his mental and bodily sufferings at length 
produces insanity — the lightning strikes him, 
and he perishes in despair. 

THE MANIAC OF THE PEAK. 

A BALLAD. 

1 Ah, who is he who wanders wild 

* On yon untrodden peak ; 

Whose looks dee tore bim misery's child, 
Whose features madn ess speak ? 

Why treads be on that fearful height, 

When e?e her mantle spreads, 
And nature mourns the blessed light 

f uat Sol no longer sheds ? 

Alas, the glortons light of bund 

His path no more illumes ; 
The mental orb of Vinton's blind. 

And hope ao longer blooms* 
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Upon the dizzy verge of death 

AH beedlettly he stands— 
Laugh* at the storm that burets beneath, « 

Aud mad) J claps bis bands! 

No coward tear hi* sos>l alarms- 
He dreads no coining Mi; ( 

The lightning's {tare bis spirit charm** 
Tbat leaps Irom hill to bill. 

The tbnnder's deep, terrific voice, 
. Breaks idly on bis «ar ; 
And most * e bids his soul rejoice* 
When danger is -most near. 

The pelting bail, the sleet, the snow, 
Ttie trosU the tirqnent shower. 

The bleak and piercing blasts that blow-*- 
He mocks their every power. 

Distracted rolls the maniac's eye, 
O'er heaven, and sea, and earth : 

And though destruction borers nigh, 
He yells bis horrid mirth. 

Ob, God ! in mercy build Tbon tip 
Frail reason** shattered throne ; 

Saw a let us quaff the bitter cup 
Tbat must our, sins atone. 

But tee! toe vivid lightning's flame 
Hath scathed the sufferer's form .- 

His spirit freed, from whence it came 
Returns upon the storm. 

Mysterions are the ways of heaven 

Inscrutable its laws ; 
The effects to know to man is given, 

But bidden oft the cause. 

The wreteb who wandered fierce and w34» 

'Miost elemental strife, 
With blood his daring, band defiled. 

And plucked a fathee's life ! 

From justice bere bejswiilly fled, 

Remorse as swift pursued ; 
Through forest, dell— where'er he spejl, 

The fiend beside bimsjood. 
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41 My punishment," with Cain, he cried, 

" Ob. God ! I cannot *>ear !•» 
Then in bis madness heaven defied, 

And perished in despair. 

Far from thai spot, so lone and drear. 

The huntsman wend* away ; 
And erst the Red Man shrunk with fear, 

" And left the stag a bay." 

And oft, 'tis said*, uuearthly cries 

Upon the blast are borne. 
When whirling tempest* shake theskie$ 

And ih'^fiun oak s uptoro* 

And, ah / to touch bis bones refrain. 

There's peri' in .the deed 4 
That hand to lite may start again. 

And teach tut heart to bleecj I 

So floweret rears its fragile form 

A bore the murdeiet's grave ; 
But furies shriek amidst the storm, 

And round bis refira rare. 

And traces of those spirits curst 

The tra? eller may espy, 
If, when the Autumn tempests burst, 

He thither turns his eye. 

The powling panther, fierce forT)Io*e^ 

Not there bis wrath may wreak ; 
'A iercer spirit haunts the wood, 

J'he Maine's of the Peak I 

STANZAS. 

I lore the man who weH can bear 
; Misfortune's angry frown ; 
I le?e the heart that spurns depair. 
Though all its friends hare flown, 

I lore the soul, so nobly proud. 

That misery cannot blight ; 
The soul thai brarefthe jHring ereirifi? 
And sternly claims its rigiiU . 

4f • 
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I lore that fortitude, re6n'd 9 
Which sorrow cannot shake ; 

I lo?e that streitg.li of soul and mini 
No earthly power can break . 

I lore the man who scorn* to bend 
Beneath affliction's blast ; 

Wiio trusts in an Almighty Pre kits 
To booth bis woe* at last. 



ST. CLAIR. 

Regenerate sons of sires, renowned I 
Un worth y of the name yon bear, 
Let notour team bedew the mound 
Whose friendly bosom shrouds St. Claijs*. 

•Twas not the piercing wind that blows 
©•er eastern mountains cold and drear; 
•Twas pot the Northern blast that froze 
The mighty heart that w ithereth here* 

Vo-~'twas the blighting south that stole 
Like poisonous dews— like treachery's breaf 
Whose chilling narmik decayed the eotil, ' 
■re yet tht/Ush was ripe for death- 

Purewell, great shade ;— I would not wake 
The lyre to speak thy deathless fame * 
Ho— let the string asnnder break, 
V hose mice would sound my country** snaase. 



lC 
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CHRISTMAS ODE. 

Morn of Salvation I glorious mora, 
Tbat saw Creation's Saviour born ; 
That saw tl* star o'er Bethlehem rise. 
The star of peace in Bethlehem's skies • 
Again thy glarl return we greet, 
And pour our prayers at Jgjus' feet. 

Blest star #f peaee ( how cheer'd were those 
On whom thy quenchless light first rose ; 
When 6rst the doubtful shepherd's eye, 
Alone, beheld the* mount the sky. 
And owned His power to heal and bless** 
f he sun of Truth aud Righteousness ! 

Angel of Mercy ! speed thy flight 
To those who grope in heathen night ; 
Bear on thy wiugs— Oh, Mercy, bear 
The, puipoit of the Christain'* prayer ; 
Thro' the wide world this truth proclaim-* 
•• Salvation's through Emmanuel's name. v 

No more, o'er a'deluded world, 
Be war's red banner e'er unfurled ; 
No more of man be man the foe, 
Seeking his fellow's overthrow ; 
Let envy rea^e— let auger end, 
Aud man become of man the friend* 

The night of Superstition's past. 
The morn of Reason dawns at last : 
Where'er th** Christian's loot hath trod. 
Is known the true and living God ; 
The distant Hindo bends the. knee, 
And clings with hope to Calvert. 

And we. Oh, Sun of righteousness S 
Who thy blest influence confess. 
Unto our feet be thou a light. 
Forever present— -ever bright. 
To cheer our passage to tbat bourne 
Where all must stop— but none return A 



• 
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SACRED MELODY. 

JERUSALEM THE BELOVED. 

Belored of the Lord ! — At (be dawn oi thy pride 
How bright broke the light of toy lame ; 

In the fierceness of wrath didst thou terribly ride. 
And thy foes sunk io death and in shame. 

Beloved of the Lord ! — With the stranger sojourn. 

Lorn Israel ! the wreck of thy race ; 
Thy sons and thy daughter* in solitude mourn, 

For Jehovah bath bidden bis lace* 

Beloved of the Lord !— Th» re is hope for thee still— 

The light breaketh on thee afar ; 
Oar faith shall be thine— thou *n It dwell on a bill, 

And the East shall disclose thea its star. 

Beloved of the Lord ! — In Jehovah confide, 

Thy sin unto death hath not been ; 
fltf anger hath looked on thy hardness and pride, 

But bis mercy shall buitd thee again. 



Thine iyfs shall see Jerusalem a quiet habitation— a 

TABERNACLE TB AT SHALL NOT BE TAKEN DOWN. Jsaiall. 

Oh. weep no more, poor wanderer worn, 

Fiom Zioii'srnimd half , 
Tot gloiycouieth like the morn, 

That shinetb bright o'er all. 

From Calvary's height a star appears,. 

Of never fading ray. 
Like that which < aiiu.nl the shepherd's fears, 

And chased their doubts away* 

Thecily or the Eternal King, 

From fiarkness shall emerge ; 
Hi« chosen people ho shall bring; 

From earth's remotest verge. 

A' tabernacle (air sbalt rise 

Where Desolation trod— 
A temple shine to Israel's eyes. 

Whose priest shall be our Goo. 



• 
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1h» beauteous bow of promise gift*} 

SfcaJI circle o'er the gloom — 
' One end Tore ver fix on Metres, 
And ooeoo JfiBUI TOMB. 

SwftrTBtE jg»ED WILL BATE MERCY Off JACOB, ABjft wjjfo $ 
£*f trffe {S&AEL, AAB SET THEM IN THIIB *WS *A*9. 

[Isaiah, eiUf.BJj f T.tt 

Joy— joy ! thou poor and desolate*** 

Thou city trodden down ! 
Jbhoyah'8 blessings on thee wait* 

And soon thy bead shall crows* 

For by his prophet, he hath said. 

Though great indeed thy sin- 
Ibougb darkness o'er thy lace is sort**) 

Thy sun shall shine again. , 

,To Jacob he will mercy show, 

And Israel he will choose ; 
Before the Christ each knee shall ftfW* 

Nor more bis grace refuse, 

J|i8 Temple on the wreck shall rias* 

Thy sons shall gathered be ; 
Tbe Son of Truth shall glad thine eye* 

Thine eyes Salvation see. 

Uien shall thy bondage broken be* 

And strangers with thee join ; 
Jfhen shall tby strong opp reset's ts$< 
Aftd peaee b« erer Uuae. 
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After leaving Pesekslall, I fooad employment 
for a few months in the office of the "Westches- 
ter Herald" published by Mr. Stephen Mar- 
shall, in the town of MountPlcasantJXewYorki 
and in this place I wrote nearly the whele of 
this narrative. I feel myself much indebted to 
Mr. If. for the kindness he thus exercised to- 
ward me, mere especially as ' assistance was 
promptly rendered at a time when I very much 
needed it, and should perhaps hare found some 
difficulty in obtaining it elsewhere. 

The gentleman mentioned in the following 
extract from- the « Westchester Herald" I first 
became acquainted with in Philadelphia: he 
has always acted a very friendly part towards 
me: — 

On Tuesday, March 22, 1825, 1 received by 
the northern mail, a package from Washington 
City,directed thus, (verb.et lit.) — "1 newspaper, 
Boston Bard, at New- York, or somewhere else" 
I have felt some satisfaction from this odd in- 
cident for tno reasons, viz. — first, it is pretty 
satisfactory evidence that any package direct- 
ed to me, and forwarded by mail, will eventually 
reach me ; secondly ,the package was received 
from a friend whom I supposed to be numbered 
with the dead ! Under these impressions the 
following stanzas and introduction were for- 
warded to, and inserted by the editors of the 
New-York Statesman, in their excellent daily 
journal, June, 1 824. Solomon says, that " As 
cold waters are to the thirsty, so is good news 
from a far . country ;" and this incident has 
Satisfactorily proved to me that Solomon was 
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a man of consummate wisdom, and had read 
the whole volume of the human heart* 

To the Editors of the New-York Statesman. 

'* Gentlemen — The following stanzas were 
addressed aird presented, about two monthi 
vince, to my most intimate and generous friend 
MfrD.HewiTT; whose decease at New-Orleans 
has recently been announced in the public 
prints- The verses were composed extern-, 
pore, and with a presentiment that we should 
meet no more." 

When true hearty are withered, 

And fond ones havejlown, 
Oh, who would inhabit 

This bleak world alone. M**»o» 

We've met once more-— and heaven above 

Is bright and beauteous o'er us ; 
Tbe birds ale chanting; lays of love, 

And flowerets spring before us ; 

We*ve met once more— and zephyrs play 

Around, beneath, above us; 
Ah, would their light wi'ngsbear for aya ' 

A sight from those who love us I 

We've met once more— with friendly swell 

Onr hearts have passed a greeting ; 
But when, or where — ah, who may tell? 

Shall next be held our meeting ! 

We've met once more—to joy elai* 

Thy heart is ever waking ; 
But mine is not so kind a fate— 

The minstrel's heart is break in& 

We've met once more — accept the lay 

Theiigb mournfully it rises ; 
♦Tis allyouask— all I can gay « 

Who gratitude despises t 
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The general outlines of my life are here 

Jiven, up to the age of twenty-eight — 1 now 
eem it necessary tor the purpose of gratifying 
the curiosity of my readers, to describe the 
less prominent parts of my character, as well 
as the dimensions of my person, and the fea- 
tures of the front part ol my head — to begin: 
My hair, which was once pretty dark, is now 
changing to a grey colour, full as rapidly as I 
could wish ; my forehead is not very high, nor 
polished, and my eye-brows are thick, and meet 
together; my eyes are of a light blue, and 
sometimes very bright ; my nose, I believe, 
stands a little to the left, and is of a moderate 
size ; my chiais dimpled or parted, my lips not 
thick, and my cheeks generally pale ; my ears 
are of tolerable length, and my neck, neither 
short nor long ; my height is precisely five feet 
and three inches, and my limbs are naturally 
thick, strong, and well proportioned. I never 
wear a cravat or handkerchief tied closely 
about my'neck ; and, until my last ill turn of 
health, 1 have accustomed myself to do without 
stockings, both summer and winter ; the feet 
are much warmer without stockings than with 
them, and there is no danger of catching cold 
I often wash myself, and change my clothing 
•n Saturdays, and spend the evening of that 
day in company with some of my friends at$ 

})ublic bouse ; but on the Sabbath I seldom 
eave my residence, and still more seldom quit 
it for the purpose of recreation or amusement 
>ecting my inward man : — my passions i* 
h were quite ungovernable, and my apge% 
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Was easily excited by trifling causes ; but my 
spirit is now in a great degree subdued, and 
all my passions are much more readily con- 
trolled. I am subject to melancholy reflections, 
especially in wet and cloudy weather, and I 
can write much better poetry when the sun is 
looking full upon me, than when its light is 
partially withdrawn; if I am sad, my best en* 
deavours are used to prevent the multitude 
from knowing it, by silently slipping away from 
company, and retiring as soon as may be to my 
.bed. 1 am fond of associating with respecta- 
ble mechanics, and with people who are sup- 
posed to belong to what is denominated the 
"middling class" of society. The very rich are 
apt to think themselves degraded by holding 
fellowship with an untitled and impoverished 
writer; but that class which exists between 
the wealthy and the abject, is composed of 
people possessing an easy, affable, and open 
deportment, free from pride and arrogance,and 
readily imparting useful information on almost 
all subjects; I am als# pleased wrth the con* 
versation of Scotsmen — there is a great deal 
of music in their souls, and of poetry in their 
manner of relating past occurrences ; but I re- 
spect them most because Burns was their 
countryman, and Bujjce was their king; and i 
love their wild and rugged home, for the sake 
of Ramsay and Tannahill : in truth, I have 
never discovered that grovelling principle of 
avarice in them which I once believed all Ca- 
ledonians to possess, and I have been much in 
the company of Scotsmen during the last five 
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or bix years;- it is ray opinion that DrJohnsou 
hid a heart capable of ingratitude, and that in 
some instances he has been guilty of telling a 
few very palpable and enormous /6j/ 

Like most people I also have some uncon- 
querable antipathies ; for instance— I do not 
like those who" have injured me — this is un- 
chriHti*n-like T -but I cannot help it — it is their 
own fault ; I do not like to see men. bred upon 
the* dunghill of \ic\ suddenly throwing a 
straight forward somerset, and alighting in the 
pulpit; f do not like to be told that I am the 
worst sinner upon earth — for I do not believe 
it ; I do <iot like ad\ ire of tho^e from whom I 
have not ^solicited it; I do not like politics, al- 
though occasionally I d.tbMp in them : I do not 
like a great deal of my own poetry, but as it 
aeetas to improve by age, I shall not yet com- 
mit it to the flames; 1 hate spiders, toads, and 
English Reviewers; I have no partiality for 
rats or old rakes : 1 dislike right and left shoes, 
and village coquettes ; I hate mosquitoes, and 
detect egotism! — *Quid rides "mo*t complaisant 
reader f — Enough of my whims have been sta- 
ted whereby to give a pretty good "guess" at 
what kind of a biped animal f am; neverthe- 
less there is no one able exactly to hit the 
mark, because I follow the advice of Robert 
Burks to his youthful friend, and always 



Keep something to myselS 



I newer tell to *ny. 

My whole life has been since I learnt to feel 
what life is, a lengthening chain of misfortunes 
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and of miseries; gome of these evils mVghl have 
been avoided by persons possessing less in- 
tenseness oi feeling — but with me, they were 
unavoidable; I am capable of suffering, and I 
have suffered ; yet God " tempers the wind to 
the shorn lamb," and I am still in the land of 
those who breathe and enjoy the glorious light 
of heaven. I believe that I have done more 
good to the world than I have done mischief in 
it — therefore the world is Tn my debt, which 
debt it has now a most eicellent opportunity 
of discharging, by purchasing the present 
sketch of my life, and thus enabling me to pro? 
ceecl in being useful ia my day and generation* 
Those who are dissatisfied with perusing the 
•on tents of this work, and like my poetry muck 
better than my prose, will soon have an oppor* 
tunity of reading my best poetical productions 
in a separate volume, which will he published 
in the course of a year, at the farthest. The 
whole of the present work may be said to have 
been written extemporaneously, and while the 
author was suffering from a complaint in the 
breast of a very afflicting nature ; — I am not 
accustomed to make apologies, and if I was, 
this last circumstance alone should be a suffi- 
cient one for the defects in my composition. 

All that now remains for me to do, is to ten- 
der my thanks to my patrons for the very liberal 
encouragement they have given, and to assure 
them of my intention, should life be spared, t# 
attempt the composition of something far more? 
worthy of my muste than any thing she has yet 
accomplished ; until then, patrons and friend^ 
ptdieu f 
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